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This  book  is  dedicated  with  tenderest  affection  in  memory  of 
my  parents,  Samuel  O.  and  Nancy  Birdsall  Moose;  to  my 
only  brother,  Frank  L.  Moose,  for  his  loyal  support  and  finan- 
cial assistance;  to  my  most  devoted  aunts,  Flora  Birdsall  Nel- 
son and  Fannie  Birdsall  Bula,  Song  Writers,  Musical  Com- 
posers, Vocalists  and  Evangelists,  who  first  inspired  me  to 
write  verse,  and  to  my  nephew,  Edwin  Cone  and  his  wife, 
Vera,  for  their  loving  assistance  in  preparing  the  manuscript. 

The  many  who  have  encouraged  me  and  given  of  their  time 
to  help  me  in  various  ways — to  these  I  owe  a  debt  of  love 
and  gratitude. 

Special  acknowledgment  is  made  to  the  Rev.  Henry  C.  Beatty, 
D.D.  whom  I  first  contacted  with  reference  to  the  quality  of 
my  work  and  the  advisability  of  publishing.  His  words  of 
unstinted  praise  of  the  valuation  and  expression  of  my  pro- 
ductions can  not  be  over  appreciated  and  certainly  will  never 
be  forgotten.  His  beautiful  "Foreword"  in  my  book  speaks  for 
itself.  It  is  impossible  to  express  in  mere  words  the  uplifting 
effect  of  his  spirit  and  his  compelling  influence  and  urge  to 
effort  and  achievement  on  my  part. 

Much  praise  and  gratitude  is  due  the  entire  staff  of  The 
Monitor  Publications  for  the  untiring  effort  and  excellent  work 
they  have  done  in  connection  with  printing  my  literary  pro- 
ductions. Especially  do  I  want  to  give  honor  to  Mr.  Ernest 
Perrine,  the  Publisher,  and  to  Rose  Cour,  for  their  courtesy, 
their  deep  and  tender  interest  in  me  and  their  patience  in  the 
preparation  and  publication  of  my  work.  They  have  won  my 
lasting  gratitude  and  appreciation.  Truly  my  debt  to  them 
is  a  debt  of  love. 

To  Mrs.  Bessie  Wilson,  wife  of  the  late  Mr.  Arthur  Wilson, 
Editor  and  Publisher  of  "The  Burlington  Call,"  much  is  due 


for  her  kindly  attitude,  her  words  of  encouragement  and 
valuable  advice. 

Mr.  Orla  F.  Anderson,  benefactor  and  longtime  friend,  de- 
serves a  place  in  my  book  more  than  a  brief  mention  here. 
His  high  appreciation  of  my  efforts  and  his  urgency  to  have 
the  work  published  have  been  among  my  greatest  encourage- 
ments and  assets.  No  words  can  express  my  thankfulness  to 
him. 

The  publicity  given  to  my  poems  through  the  columns  of  "The 
Burlington  Record,"  edited  and  published  by  Mr.  Hudler  and 
Son,  has  been  a  great  stimulus,  and  I  deeply  appreciate  the 
valuable  space  allotted  my  work  in  their  good  weekly  publi- 
cation. Realizing  their  broad  knowledge  of  literature  and 
ability  to  pass  upon  the  merits  of  such  work,  it  has  afforded 
me  much  pleasure  that  they  considered  my  productions 
worthy  of  the  space  they  have  given  them  in  their  paper. 

Due  recognition  is  hereby  accorded  to  Mr.  Ernest  Huttig,  one 
of  the  outstanding  Sculptors  in  the  United  States  for  his  kind- 
ness in  introducing  me  to  "Sue  Carson"  who  gave  me  the 
pleasure  of  an  "Informal  Talk"  over  Radio  Station  KLZ  in 
connection  with  my  poems.  This  has  come  as  a  very  happy 
surprise  and  one  that  I  will  cherish  as  among  the  highlights 
of  my  life. 

May  God's  richest  blessing  rest  upon  each  of  you  and  may 
this  book,  "The  Prairie  Sings,"  be  an  inspiration  to  all  who 
read  it. 

Clara  Birdsall  Moose. 
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I  am  proud  that  The  Monitor  was 
selected  as  the  publisher  of  "The 
Prairie  Sings."  Personally,  it  has 
been  a  most  refreshing  experience 
to  know  such  a  fine  woman  and 
talented  poet  as  the  author,  Mrs. 
Fender,  whose  keen  appreciation  of 
poetic  values  and  deep  feeling  for 
the  finer  and  more  spiritual  things 
of  life  are  so  well  expressed  in  her 
verse.  Many  of  the  religious  poems 
are  truly  song  poems  and  worthy  a 
place  in  any  hymnal. 

ERNEST  L.  PERRINE 
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Gold  and  silver  as  well  as  every  precious ,  gem  has  been  dis- 
covered in  Colorado.  The  latest  "find"  is  a  new  literary  gem, 
the  Colorado  poetess,  Mrs.  Clara  Fender,  80  years  old  of 
Burlington,  author  of  "The  Prairie  Sings."  When  the  book's 
publishers  exclaimed  over  the  fact  that  Mrs.  Fender  had 
taken  up  writing  poetry  at  the  age  of  80,  she  replied,  "I 
thought  if  Moses  could  begin  the  principal  part  of  his  career 
at  80,  I  could  do  the  same.  After  all,  like  Moses,  I  received  my 
training  on  the  back  side  of  the  desert  in  the  light  of  the 
burning  bush." 

Mrs.  Fender,  who  writes  under  her  maiden  name,  Clara 
Birdsall  Moose,  was  born  on  a  farm  near  Kirkwood,  111.,  March 
27,  1868.  She  attended  school  in  Illinois  until  she  was  14  years 
old  when  her  parents  moved  to  Kansas.  She  was  a  student 
at  the  Baptist  University,  Ottawa,  Kans.,  when  the  death  of 
her  mother  forced  her  to  give  up  her  educational  ambitions 
and  take  care  of  the  home  and  a  family  of  motherless  brothers 
and  sisters.  Later  she  went  into  evangelistic  work  until  she 
married  Emery  A.  Fender  and  went  to  live  on  a  ranch  in  east- 
ern Colorado  where  most  of  her  life  has  been  spent. 

Altho  Mrs.  Fender's  own  career  as  a  writer  began  in  recent 
years,  she  is  a  member  of  a  talented  family.  Her  mother's 
sisters,  Flora  Birdsall  Nelson  and  Fannie  Birdsall  Bula,  were 
well  known  both  as  vocalists  and  composers  of  hymns  and 
ballads.  Other  members  of  the  family  have  distinguished 
themselves  in  various  fields  of  art,  literature  and  music. 
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It  has  been  a  great  privilege 
to  assist  in  the  arrangement 
and  editing  of  "The  Prairie 
Sings."  Surely  the  most  hard- 
ened critics  will  find  in  this 
book  of  poetry  by  Clara  Bird- 
sail  Moose  many  lines  and 
thoughts  that  must  have  been 
inspired  by  a  power  and  vision 
far  beyond  anything  we  know 
in  our  earthly  realm. 

ROSE  COUR. 
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This  collection  of  poems,  "THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS,"  is  a 
veritable  storehouse  of  rich  insight  and  soulful  expression. 
Interestingly  enough,  these  adventures  in  creative  compo- 
sition reveal  a  quality  of  discernment,  an  emotional  maturity, 
and  the  spontaneous  outburst  of  an  intellect  stirred  "with  a 
conscience  tuned  in  on  the  Divine  Will. 

For  many  years  Mrs.  Clara  Fender  (Clara  Birdsall  Moose) 
has  been  releasing  her  sensitive  intuitions  and  feelings  in 
rippling  words  loaded  with  the  deep  harmony,  passion,  and 
purpose  of  one  who  has  thrilled  to  a  fresh  vision  "of  things 
which  now  are  and  are  to  be."  Although  a  stream  of  religious 
thinking  pulses  through  this  Parnassus,  the  producer  of  these 
lines  never  runs  off  into  a  tangent  of  either  fancy  or  fantasy. 
Each  composition  has  a  solid  landing  in  the  world  of  reality 
where  people  are  troubled  and  worried,  where  they  dream 
dreams  of  happiness  and  desperately  need  "the  peace  of 
mind  which  this  world  has  never  been  able  to  give." 

One  cannot  live  on  these  prairies  of  our  great  west  for 
years,  as  Mrs.  Fender  has  done,  without  sensing  their  excit- 
ing, quiet  territorial  expanse  during  the  day  and  under  the 
stars  at  night.  To  the  alerted  spirit  the  inspirational  drifts  of 
good  earth  seem  to  speak  of  man's  struggle  and  hope,  of 
happiness  and  frustration,  and  of  the  strain  of  history  and 
heroism.  Mrs.  Fender  in  her  poetic  endeavor  has  personal- 
ized this  prairie-country  uniquely,  for  its  expanse,  inartic- 
ulate splendor,  and  message  of  greatness  find  expression  in 
these  gems  of  reflection,  "THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS." 

This  brief  foreword  is  written  with  the  sincere  hope  that 
these  poems  will  be  read  and  come  thereby  to  bless  and 
refresh  the  mind  and  emotions  of  you  who  are  privileged  to 
explore  these  pages.  These  pages,  indeed,  can  and  should 
lead  you  into  a  better  world — your  world  TOMORROW. 

HENRY  C.  BEATTY,  S.T.M.,  TH.D. 
BURLINGTON,     COLORADO 
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Let  the  words  of  my  mouth 
and  the  meditations  of  my 
heart  be  acceptable  in  Thy 
sight,  O  Lord,  my  Strength 
and  my  Redeemer. 

—PSALMS  19:14 
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Introductory 
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O  God,  the  Beginning  and  the  Embodiment 

Of  all  true  wisdom,  knowledge  and  might, 

Bless  this  little  book  and  may  it  lead  some  soul 

Out  of  the  miasma  of  sin  and  into  the  light. 

We  have  searched  the  Scriptures  and  implored  of  Thee, 

To  inspire  our  minds  that  we  might  write 

Only  of  such  things  as  will  be  to  Thy  glory, 

And  that  Thy  Spirit  with  our  own  shall  unite. 

Our  endeavor  has  been  to  exalt  the  Christ. 

To  make  Him,  the  Incarnated  One, 

The  central  theme  and  spoken  expression 

Of  every  thought — Christ,  God's  only  Son. 

Often  we  have  crept  close  to  His  bleeding  side, 

And  by  faith  looked  up  into  His  Face, 

And  plead  of  Him  to  keep  us  pure  and  humble, 

And  give  us  much  needed  grace. 

We  have  no  inclination  to  exalt  self. 

There  is  nothing  we  possess  or  know 

That  God  has  not  bestowed  on  us.  We  would  not 

In  our  own  flesh  make  an  open  show, 

But  we  would  hide  us  away  with  Christ  in  God, 

And  let  Him  work  out  His  best  plan 

For  us  and  give  us  an  agonizing  prayer 

To  see  God's  image  restored  in  man. 
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Introductory — Continued 

So  on  the  "wings  of  faith"  we  send  forth  this  book, 
And  humbly  pray  that  some  truth  herein 
May  inspire  to  hope  or  courage  or  faith 
And  point  souls  to  Christ  who  saves  from  sin. 
And  now  to  God,  the  everlasting  Father, 
And  to  Christ,  the  Beginning  and  End, 
And  to  the  Holy  Ghost,  be  praise  and  honor 
And  glory  and  dominion  forever  and  ever. — Amen. 
«-jjP    «ifir*    «Tflf» 

An  Acrostic 

(John  3:16) 

For The  greatest  reason,  in  the  greatest  plan, 

God .The  greatest  Being  propounded  to  man, 

So .The  greatest  fact  in  the  greatest  degree, 

Loved The  greatest  virtue,  and  imparted  free, 

The  world.— The  greatest  field  of  His  devotion, 

That The  greatest  result  of  His  love's  emotion. 

He The  greatest  Being  in  All  Subsistence, 

Gave The  greatest  Giver  in  all  existence, 

His - .The  greatest  Possessor  in  God's  kingdom, 

Only.. The  greatest  All  in  the  Father's  bosom, 

Begotten.... The  greatest  mystery  concealed  in  God, 

Son The  greatest  Gift  under  the  heaviest  rod, 

That The  greatest  force  of  heart,  soul  and  mind, 

Whosoever The  greatest  invitation  to  all  mankind, 

Believeth The  greatest  simplicity  ever  known, 

In -The  greatest  dependence  all  men  can  own. 

Him The  greatest  Character  in  earth  or  heaven, 

Should  Not  Perish The  greatest  promise  to  man  yet  given, 

But The  greatest  difference  ever  man  heard, 

Have The  greatest  certainty,  infallible  Word, 

Everlasting The  greatest  duration  of  weal  or  woe, 

Life The  greatest  award  that  God  can  bestow. 

9   :  THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS 
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Tell  Me  the  Story 

«-W-»      «-&j      «J&j      <J&j      «-&-»      <J0L>      «-©j 

CY^<rY^<r^<rOQp 

<JQL>      «J5L»      «-9-»      «JQL»      «-W-» 
«JBL>      «JQL>     *-W-» 

Tell  me  the  story  of  the  Bible  once  more, 
Of  the  little  Babe  born  near  Galilee's  shore, 
The  One  so  lowly  yet  a  Prince  and  a  King, 
Who  came  to  the  world  His  salvation  to  bring. 

I  have  heard  it  told  too  that  prophets  of  old, 

In  words  fraught  with  glory  this  Child's  birth  foretold, 

That  Israel's  singer  sang  beautiful  strains, 

Of  the  birth  of  a  God-child  on  Israel's  plains. 

I  have  heard  it  told  that  with  hearts  all  aflame, 
The  poets  have  sung  of  His  wonderful  Name, 
That  all  down  the  ages  in  glad  words  sublime, 
They  told  of  some  One  who  was  man  yet  Divine. 

Yes,  Somewhere  I've  heard  that  in  Angelic  song 
A  cohort  of  Angels  bore  tidings  along. 
They  told  of  a  Babe  Who  in  Bethlehem  lay, 
Mantled  with  God's  glory  yet  cradled  on  hay. 

On  the  Judean  hills  this  Prince  I  am  told 
Went  about  doing  good  though  hungry  and  cold; 
The  blind  received  sight  by  the  touch  of  His  hand, 
The  dead  raised  to  life  by  the  word  of  command. 

The  lepers  were  cleansed,  the  deaf  made  to  hear, 
The  poor  had  the  Gospel  of  hope  and  of  cheer, 
The  hungry  were  fed  with  Bread  from  above, 
And  filled  with  the  joy  of  God's  infinite  love. 
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Tell  Me  the  Story — Continued 

The  thirsty  were  watered  with  dews  from  on  high, 
From  Life-giving  Streams  that  never  run  dry. 
The  weary  found  rest  'neath  the  shade  of  His  Wing, 
The  lame  made  to  walk  by  this  heaven-born  King. 

The  Gentiles  who  sat  in  the  regions  of  night, 
Through  the  Blood  of  this  One  were  brought  into  light, 
All  peoples  were  blest.  The  down-trodden  were  raised, 
And  the  nations  of  earth  sang  paeons  of  praise. 

But  the  greatest  of  all  this  God-Man  I  read, 

Bore  the  greatest  burden  for  man's  greatest  need, 

For  somewhere  'tis  written  in  letters  that  glow, 

Of  a  sin-cleansing  Stream  that  makes  whiter  than  snow. 

Repeat  the  old  story,  the  story  so  sweet, 
Of  the  thorn -pierced  brow  and  the  nail  injured  feet, 
The  spear-wounded  side  from  which  water  and  Blood, 
Poured  forth  so  freely  this  life-giving  Flood. 

This  song  of  the  ages  will  never  grow  old, 
The  half  of  its  beauty  can  never  be  told, 
How  God's  Son  in  glory  His  crown  laid  aside, 
And  on  Calvary's  summit  suffered  and  died. 

O,  tell  it,  yes  tell  it,  that  all  nations  may  lave, 
In  the  Blood  of  this  God-Man  with  power  to  save, 
Let  angels  and  princes  fall  down  at  His  feet, 
While  men  in  thanksgiving  their  story  repeat. 

«-£-»    «-a-»    «Tgf-» 


11   :  THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS 


<JOL>      «-©-*     *JOL>  t-W-»      <A>      «JRj 

The  Father's  Gift 
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God  of  our  fathers  make  me  understand 
More  thoroughly  Thy  mind,  and  hold  my  hand. 
Inspire  my  thoughts  with  Truth  while  thus  I  write, 
And  with  Thy  Spirit  my  own  spirit  unite. 
While  from  out  Thy  Word  let  me  prove 
The  fall  of  man,  his  sin;  and  God's  boundless  Love, 
Man  then  redeemed;  the  Deity  of  Christ,  the  Holy  One, 
Who  habiteth  eternity.  God's  only  Son. 

Man,  made  upright  in  God's  image,  broke  His  law  and  fell; 

Brought  upon  himself  and  on  the  race  as  well 

Temporal  death,  and  death  eternal,  also  weeping  woe, 

And  gloom  of  night  that  casts  on  all  its  shadow. 

Nor  could  man,  who  sinned,  redeem  Himself  from  sin, 

And  restore  his  soul.  Deity  must  enter  in, 

And  provide  Himself  an  Offering  commensurate 

With  the  sin,  and  man's  transgressions  invalidate. 

And  since  in  God's  Omniscience  He  saw  good  to  make 
The  blood  the  temporal  life  of  man,  He  then  must  take 
Of  Blood  to  retrieve  from  death  and  thus  restore  as  well 
All  things  which  man  forfeited  when,  by  sin,  he  fell. 
But  blood  of  man  could  not  suffice.  One  Who  knew  no  sin 
Must  shed  His  Precious  Blood.  Here  Deity  must  enter  in, 
And  pay  the  ransom  price  for  sin  and  death  and  give, 
To  man  God's  own  eternal  Life  that  he  might  live. 
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The  Father's  Gift — Continued 

Heavens,  bow  thee  down,  and  Angels,  tune  thy  harps  to  praise, 
And  earth,  sad  earth,  put  off  thy  garbs  of  woe  and  raise 
Thy  head.  And  bring  together  in  one  united  voice 
The  sounds  of  all  creation,  and  let  them  all  rejoice; 
And  thou,  too,  moon-enchanting,  self-perpetuating  sea, 
Bring  forth  from  thy  depths  thy  bass-toned  minstrelsy, 
And  let  their  billowy  voices  on  thy  billows  raise 
To  God  the  volume  of  adoring  love  and  praise. 

Lost  despondent  man,  behold  the  glorious  sight! 
Justice  and  Mercy  on  the  plains  of  earth,  unite — 
And  have  kissed  each  other.  The  Virgin's  Child  is  Born; 
The  long  and  dismal  night  is  passed  and  dawns  the  morn, 
When  the  woman's  seed  shall  bruise  the  Serpent's  head. 
As  far  as  ancient  curse  is  found,  God's  light  is  shed. 
Night  shepherds  on  the  pastured  plains,  hear  Angels  sing; 
God's  promise  is  fulfilled;  HE  HAS  SENT  THE  KING. 

Messiah,  the  Gentile's  Light,  and  Israel's  Glory, 
Came  to  tell  to  all  sinful,  sinning  men  the  story 
Of  redeeming  love.  Came  to  save  from  sin,  and  give 
New  hope  to  all  mankind;  bade  them  look  up  and  live. 
Came  to  break  the  chains  of  unbelief  that  binds  the  soul 
To  death  and  woe.  To  undo  the  heavy  burden  and  roll 
The  weight  away.  Came  to  free  the  slave  from  slavish  fear, 
To  heal  the  sick,  make  the  blind  to  see,  the  deaf  to  hear. 

Let  silence  reign  in  heaven!  Angels  cease  thy  song, 
And  sea,  wave-lashing,  restless  sea,  lay  thy  strong 
Arms  to  rest;  O,  earth,  make  known  to  ev'ry  son  of  God; 
Put  on  thy  mourning  garments! — Strikes  the  ruthless  rod! 
CHRIST  GOES  TO  CALVARY.  Sun,  turn  and  hide  thy  face! 
The  Son  of  God  is  Dying  for  a  fallen  race. 
His  Blood  is  streaming  from  a  spear-torn  side. 
Hark!  The  wail!  "Tis  finished",  Christ  is  crucified! 
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The  Father's  Gift — Continued 

Outside  the  Eastern  Gate  on  Calvary's  skull-topped  hill, 
They  laid  Him  in  a  stranger's  grave  so  cold  and  still. 
Three  days  He  lay  there  in  a  Roman-guarded  tomb, 
Three  days  was  earth  enshrouded  in  foreboding  gloom; 
When,  Lo!  an  angel  rolls  away  the  stone.  An  earthquake 
Rends  the  earth.  The  guard  of  Roman  soldiers  shake 
With  fear  and  become  as  dead.  Rocks  around  are  riven. 
What  wondrous  work  is  this?  CHRIST  THE  LORD  IS  RISEN! 

The  sinless  for  the  sinner  has  atoned  for  sin, 

God's  law  is  satisfied,  and  Christ  has  entered  in 

With  His  own  Blood  and  stands  before  His  Father's  Throne, 

And  intercedes  for  sinners  lost,  with  Satan  overthrown. 

Unspeakable  the  Gift  of  love,  the  tenderness  divine, 

That  the  Christ  of  God's  own  bosom  can  also  now  be  mine! 

And  some  day  I  shall  see  Him,  the  Ineffable  One 

And  praise  God  forever  for  the  gift  of  His  Son. 

*~cr*    iflr*    «tqt* 

C1AJ><LAJ>CAJ> 
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^ cgL*     «J8L»     «JBU  w-»     <-&-»     «-w 

My  Request 

CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^ 

«J8L»      w-»      «J8l»      tJCL*      t-W-»      cV-»      cWj 

(T^C^CY^CY^CY^ 

*JBL>      «JJL»      «JOL»      *JBj      *-&> 
«JCL»      tJCL*      wj 

I  do  not  ask  some  daring  feat  of  great  and  mighty  deeds; 
I  do  not  ask  a  famous  name,  by  founding  laws  and  creeds; 
I  do  not  ask  these  things,  O  Lord,  to  make  my  life  sublime, 
That  I  may  leave  behind  me  prints  to  mark  the  lapse  of  time. 
Nay,  such  desire  be  far  removed  nor  enter  once  my  heart, 
A  nobler  purpose,  Lord,  in  life  I'd  choose  to  be  my  part, 
Just  let  me  do  the  little  things  that  come  to  hand  each  day, 
And  do  them  with  a  cheerful  mind  for  this,  dear  Lord,  I  pray. 

There's  many  saddened  hearts  to  cheer,  give  me  the  cheering  word; 
There's  many  lonely  ones  to  bless,  help  me  to  bless  them,  Lord. 
In  darkened  hut  or  stately  home  help  me  Thy  light  to  shed, 
'Til  rays  of  sunlight  sparkle  there  and  o'er  each  shadow  spread. 
There's  needy  ones  who  want  a  friend  who'll  be  a  friend  indeed, 
For  only  those  are  friends,  you  know,  who  prove  a  friend  in  need. 
Help  me,  O  Lord,  to  be  that  friend  inspired  to  acts  of  love, 
Imitating  day  by  day  the  Friend  of  Friends  above. 

About  the  door  are  hungry  ones  now  waiting  to  be  fed, 

And  naked  ones  who  should  be  clothed  and  to  the  Savior  led. 

Give  me !  that  I  may  give  to  them,  O  Lord,  I  plead  of  Thee, 

For  by  this  test  I'll  hear  Thy  "Come"  or  else  "Depart  from  Me." 

There's  many  souls  who  know  not  Christ  our  Savior  from  above, 

Never  felt  the  bliss  of  heaven  that  fills  the  heart  with  love; 

Help  me  to  live  so  lost  in  God  that  I  may  ever  be 

A  loving  witness  of  Thy  grace,  exemplifying  Thee. 
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^CY^CY^CY^  CY^CYy^Y^ 

tJO-»      «JQL>     cJQLt  <JQL»     cJQL>     09L» 

The  River  from  the  Throne 

CY^CY^^Y^CY^^Y^CY^C^Y^ 

tJ5L»     <JQL»     t^j      «JgL>     «-&j      «-W-»      «J&-» 

(T^(T^CY^CY^>CY^ 

*J5L>      «JBL»      «J&->      <JoL>      t-W-» 
<JQL»      «J9j      «J5j 

OS? 

Winding  round  the  tread- worn  pathway 

From  Jerusalem's  "Eastern  Gate", 
Slowly  moves  the  "Man  of  Sorrows", 

While  the  Angels  watching,  wait. 
Bending  low  beneath  the  burden 

Of  the  heavy  load  He  bore, 
Jesus  traveled  on  to  Calvary — 

Sacred  hill  forever  more. 

There  atop  its  rock-skulled  summit, 

Where  the  Lord  in  justice  frowned, 
While  the  hosts  of  heaven,  silenced, 

Laid  aside  their  gem-set  crowns. 
Jesus  suffering,  bleeding,  dying, 

God-forsaken  and  alone, 
Bore  the  sins  and  stripes  of  many 

Their  transgressions  to  atone. 

"It  is  finished",  hear  Him  utter, 

Then  the  Blood  poured  from  His  side. 
Man's  redemption  is  completed. 

Jesus,  the  Man  of  Calvary,  died. 
The  thorn-pierced  head  drooped  forward, 

And  His  lips  grew  white  and  still; 
When  the  temple  veil,  was  riven, 

On  the  darkness-shrouded  hill. 
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The  River  from  the  Throne — Continued 

The  Roman  soldiers  set  to  watch 

Were  stricken  with  fear  and  dread,  .. 
'This  was  God's  Son  whom  they,  pierced 

And  nailed  to  the  Cross/'  they  said, 
God's  demand  for  man's  redemption:      .. 

Is  completely  satisfied.       .'.'.::: 
Jesus,  the  last  "Passover  Lamb"  - 

On  the  cross  is  crucified.        .   . 

Age  on  age  has  passed  since  then, 

But  His  Blood  we  still  may  own. 
Age  on  age  may  yet  roll  by, 

And  His  Blood  will  still  atone. 
It  has  been  His  Blood  redeeming 

That  has  saved  from  every  sin; 
It  has  been  the  "Fountain"  flowing 

Making  pure  the  soul  within.    : j,- 

It  has  been  the  Blood  that  kept  us,  .: 

Giving  victory  each  day, 
And  for  tests  and  trials  added 

Grace  and  glory  on  the  way. 
It  will  be  the  Angel's  token  i 

When  He  bids  the  dead  arise, 
And  the  only  Passport  given 

To  a  home  beyond  the  skies. 

O,  the  Blood  divinely  precious 

That  was  shed  that  day  for  me, 
That  was  sacrificed  for  sinners 

To  a  world  of  sinners,  free. 
No  power  on  earth  ever  can  stay  it 

Or  can  stop  its  ceaseless  flow. 
All  mankind  may  plunge  beneath  it 

And  be  whiter  than  the  snow. 
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The  River  from  the  Throne — Continued 

Misdoings,  dark  and  deadening, 

That  have  hurt  the  soul  within, 
Can  be  blotted  out  forever 

By  this  Blood  that  frees  from  sin. 
Tis  a  mighty  flowing  River. 

Tis  a  healing,  cleansing  Flood, 
A  vast  ocean,  deep  in  mercy, 

Is  the  Saviour's  shedded  Blood. 

When  time's  last  hour  is  finished, 

And  behind  eternal  years 
The  bright  sun  has  veiled  His  glory, 

And  the  hosts  of  golden  spheres 
Have  ended  their  last  round  circuit, 

And  the  earth  has  fled  away, 
It  will  be  the  Blood  atoning — 

Our  continued  Hope  and  Stay. 

The  cycles  of  eternity 

Will  unfold  and  come  and  go. 
And  the  Blood  of  Christ  our  Saviour, 

Will  be  e'er  the  songs  that  flow. 
The  Fountain  Gift  that  was  opened 

On  dark  Calvary's  brow  of  stone, 
Is  the  Stream  as  clear  as  crystal. 

The  Blest  River  from  the  Throne. 

«-a-»    «-a->    «-^f-» 
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CY^CY^CY^  CY^CY^CY^ 

«JQL»      <JCL»      «JQL»  <JOL>      cJQL*     «JQL» 

There  Is  a  God 

«JQL»      «J5L»      <J0L»      tJQLf      «JJ->      <JQL»      iJTj 
«-frj      «J8L»     «JG-»      «JJL»      «-&» 

<TY^<rY^<rY^ 

«JQL»      t-9-»      «JgL» 

I  stand  uncovered  awed  in  Nature's  realm, 
So  beautiful  yet  unsatisfying  still, 
Unless  unfolding  from  her  vaults  within, 
I  there  see  God  in  the  grandeur  of  His  will. 

Each  tiny  bud  that  ope's  to  greet  the  morn, 
And  folds  again  its  leaves  when  day  is  done, 
Each  mountain  peak  or  ocean's  tidal  wave, 
Bears  God's  own  image  and  reflects  His  Son. 

Each  breath  I  breathe  that  makes  my  life-stream  move, 
Each  lawful  pleasure  pressed  in  which  I  lave, 
Each  step  I  take  that  keeps  an  upward  trend, 
Tells  me  there  is  a  God  with  power  to  save. 

The  morn,  blush-hued,  the  eve  star-clad  o'er  head, 
The  pregnant  clouds  to  moist  the  fallow  ground, 
The  wide-spread  oak  and  harvest's  golden  grain, 
All  testify  to  man,  "THERE  IS  A  GOD." 

The  worlds  that  swing  in  space,  upheld,  unseen, 
With  suns  that  measure  seasons,  days  and  years, 
The  mysteries  of  creation  cry  a  "GOD," 
Whose  hand  alone  can  hold  in  place  the  spheres. 

The  call-note  of  the  robin  to  her  young, 
The  mother's  solace  to  her  infant  son, 
Are  vibrant  echoes  deep  in  nature's  breast, 
All  pointing  back  to  God,  the  Three  in  One. 
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«J5L»      <JQL>     <JBL»  <JQL>      «-9~>     <JQL» 

Walking  in  the  Light 

«JOL>      «J5Lt      «J8L»      «JGL>      tJCL»      cJ&-»      <J5-» 

(T^CY^CY^CY1>CY^ 

cJOL>      tAi      tJCL»      «J5L»      «-W-» 
<JCL<      cJ5L»      «JGL» 

OS? 

Walking  in  the  light  of  Jesus, 

Keeping  pace  with  Him  each  day; 
Walking  in  the  light  of  Jesus, 

As  He  shines  it  on  my  way. 
Speaking  all  the  words  He  gives  me, 

Doing  all  He  bids  me  do, 
Trusting  in  His  grace  to  keep  me, 

Lowly,  loving,  meek  and  true, 
Living  daily  for  His  glory, 

Bowing  to  His  sovereign  will- 
Leaning  on  Him  for  the  comfort, 

He  has  promised  to  fulfill. 

Walking  in  the  light  of  Jesus, 

Sheltered  in  His  loving  care, 
Strengthened  by  His  mighty  power, 

When  I  supplicate  in  prayer. 
Glad  to  bear  the  cross  He  giveth, 

Trusting  Him  for  every  need. 
With  the  Living  Bread  from  heaven, 

He  my  soul  shall  ever  feed. 
Walking  in  the  light  of  Jesus, 

With  His  glory  in  my  soul, 
He  satisfies  my  ev'ry  longing, 

Holding  me  in  love's  control. 
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Walking  in  the  Light — Continued 

Walking  in  the  light  of  Jesus, 

As  I  near  the  Golden  Gate, 
Shining  on  my  pathway  brighter, 

As  I  longing,  watch  and  wait. 
Walking  in  the  light  of  Jesus, 

Holy,  heavenly,  sacred  light, 
Leading  me  each  day  unerring 

To  a  home  where  is  no  night. 
To  a  city  bathed  in  splendor, 

From  the  Savior's  radiant  Face, 
Crosses  banished,  crowns  awarded, 

Through  the  faithfulness  of  grace! 

«-£-»        «-)Af»        «-flf» 
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<JQL>      <Jb      «JOL»  oOL»      «J5L»     «J9-» 

Trust  and  Rest 

«J3L>     «JCL»     <J5L>     ucl»     «jql»     «jql>     <JQL> 
«JCL»      »Ai      «JBL»      «JQL*      «J8L» 
«JQL>     «JgL»      «J&_> 


I  know  not  all  God's  providence 

Nor  "why"  His  will  for  me; 
I  stop  to  question  not 

His  right  to  rule  whate'er  it  be. 
But  this  one  thing  I  know  full  well 

God's  ways  are  always  best; 
And  so  without  a  fear  or  frown, 

I'll  simply  trust  and  rest. 

I  know  not  whither  God  may  lead, 

My  steps  I  cannot  trace; 
Dark  clouds  hang  low  above  my  head 

And  hide  His  smiling  face. 
But  through  the  darkness  and  the  gloom, 

With  glory  in  my  breast, 
I'll  cast  myself  at  His  dear  feet 

And  simply  trust  and  rest. 

Ofttimes  the  future  seems  obscure; 

God's  plans  I  do  not  know, 
For  only  one  step  at  a  time 

It  pleases  Him  to  show. 
But  by  a  steady  faith  in  God 

Which  keeps  me  pure  and  blest 
I'll  leave  the  future  in  His  hands 

And  simply  trust  and  rest. 


Clara  Birdsall  Moose   :  22  Continued  on  next  page 


Trust  and  Rest — Continued 


I  know  not  why  He  should  require 

Tasks  which  are  hard  to  do; 
It  may  be  just  to  prove  His  child — 

To  see  if  I'll  be  true. 
But  this  I  know  beyond  a  doubt, 

There's  blessing  in  His  test 
And  so  I'll  do  the  things  He  asks 

And  simply  trust  and  rest. 

I  know  not  why  my  dearest  friends 

May  sometimes  turn  aside; 
Why  in  my  deepest  hour  of  grief 

They  may  not  with  me  bide. 
But  this  I  know,  the  God  of  Love 

Would  have  me  love  Him  best; 
So  I  will  cling  to  Him  alone 

And  simply  trust  and  rest. 

I  know  not  why  my  fondest  hopes 

Lie  shattered  in  decay; 
Why  every  earthly  joy  is  crushed 

And  friendships  fade  away. 
But  this  I  know  I'll  never  doubt 

His  wisdom  for  the  best 
But  wait  'til  He  shall  make  it  plain 

And  simply  trust  and  rest. 

I  know  not  why  the  many  stripes 

Why  chastened  so  of  God 
Why  He  so  often  asks  of  me 

To  pass  beneath  the  rod. 
But  this  I  know  'tis  all  in  love 

And  given  for  the  best 
So  in  the  furnace  I'll  be  true 

And  simply  trust  and  rest. 
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Trust  and  Rest — Continued 


I  do  not  know  why  many  times, 

My  heart  must  needs  know  sorrow; 
But  God  will  make  all  right  with  me 

And  bring  a  glad  tomorrow;  : . 
And  till  that  day  I'll  toil  and  pray, 

Keep  fast  within  my  breast, 
Fidelity  to  Him  who  loves  me  so, 

And  simply  trust  and  rest. 


«~flf»    *~flr*    rTfir' 


The  Lost  Sheep 

I  wandered  far  over  the  mountain, 
Where  fiercely  the  bleak  winds  blew, 

The  low  hanging  clouds  were  foreboding- 
Dark  and  yet  darker  they  grew. 

Murky  the  path  I  was  traveling, 
My  day  was  fast  losing  its  light, 

Starless  the  cold  skies  above  me — 
Lost  in  the  darkness  of  night. 

Lost!  I'm  alone  in  the  mountains, 

Straying  still  farther  from  Home — 
All  hope  ebbing  fast  in  my  bosom; 

Fear  clutching  my  heart  as  I  roam. 
Lost  where  the  horrors  of  midnight 

Torture  my  soul  in  despair; 
Lost  without  hope  of  returning 

Lost!  I  am  drifting — O,  where! 
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The  Lost  Sheep — Continued 

Hark!  Calling  out  through  the  tempest, 

Calming  the  roar  of  the  storm, 
I  heard  the  clear  voice  of  a  Stranger, 

And  there  saw  a  radiant  Form 
His  face  bore  the  marks  of  deep  sorrow 

And  sadness,  though  lovely  and  fair. 
And  round  Him  like  emerald  rainbows, 

The  halos  of  glory  shone  there. 

His  brow  was  deep-scarred  by  a  thorn-crown, 

His  hands  were  disfigured  and  torn, 
His  feet,  glowing  bright  as  a  furnace 

Were  wounded  by  nails  and  were  worn. 
He  spoke  and  His  voice  was  like  music, 

And  tender  the  touch  of  His  hand. 
He  smiled  and  I  saw  in  the  "Stranger" 

The  "Shepherd"  from  Israel's  land. 

"I  have  followed  thee  over  the  mountain, 

And  climbed  over  Calvary's  steep, 
I  have  lain  in  the  tomb  of  a  stranger 

To  find  you,  my  wandering  sheep." 
Then  he  lifted  me  out  of  the  mire, 

And  folded  me  safe  on  His  breast 
And  carried  me  back  to  the  sheep-fold, 

And  there  in  His  presence  I  rest. 

«-£-»        «-A^»        «-£-» 

<LAJ> 
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The  Old  Rugged  Cross 

<JQL»      <JQL»      c&_>      «JgL»      oCO      <J0L>      <JQL» 

CY^CY^CYltCY^CY^ 

«JBL»      «JBL»      <-W-»      «JgL»      i-Rj 

CY^CY^CY^ 

c9-»     «JQL»      «J0L> 

On  a  hillock  of  gray  near  Jerusalem's  gate 

Stands  the  emblem  of  life  evermore. 

Tis  the  old  rugged  cross  where  our  Saviour  was  slain 

When  our  sins  and  transgressions  He  bore. 

Chorus 

Then  how  dear  is  the  old  rugged  cross, 
And  how  precious  its  emblems  to  own, 
For  'twas  there  on  that  uplifted  cross 
Jesus  suffered  my  sins  to  atone. 

In  that  old  rugged  cross  there  are  deep  wells  of  joy, 
I  have  tasted  the  sweets  of  its  flow. 
And  the  deeper  I  drink  of  that  ocean  of  love 
The  sweeter  and  richer  they  grow. 

From  the  old  rugged  cross  with  Divine  hallowed  Blood 
Shines  a  light  that  will  guide  all  my  way. 
So  I'll  walk  in  the  light  of  that  glory -lit  cross 
Till  I've  reached  my  home  brighter  than  day. 

O,  the  Gift  of  the  cross!  The  unspeakable  Gift! 

God  gave  that  all  sinners  might  know 

That  the  Blood  flowing  down  from  the  sacred  old  cross 

Can  wash  their  sins  whiter  than  snow. 

Then  I'll  press  toward  the  mark  for  the  prize  of  the  cross 
Forgetting  all  things  that  are  past. 

Reaching  forth  for  those  things  which  are  mine  yet  to  come 
And  the  crown  that  forever  will  last. 
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The  nightmen  of  the  Roman  guard 

Paced  ceaselessly  their  tread. 
The  moon,  late  full,  undimmed,  sped 

In  its  onward  course  o'er  head; 
The  night  serenely  quiet,  save 

For  the  weary  guard's  foot-fall, 
Or,  perhaps,  a  gentle  night  bird, 

Sounding  its  mating  call. 

The  sepulchre  was  sealed  with 

The  Roman  signet  sure, 
And  back  of  it  the  Empire  made 

The  Roman  seal  secure. 
Within  that  lone  dark  sepulchre 

On  Calvary's  frowning  brow, 
Lay  God's  own  Son,  for  sinners  slain — 

Redemption  finished  now. 

With  special  care  the  guards  were  named, 

For  had  not  Jesus  said, 
'The  Son  of  Man  will  rise  again 

The  third  day  from  the  dead?" 
Lest  friends  shall  come  and  take  Him, 

Let  His  tomb  be  made  secure; 
And  a  guard  on  pain  of  death  be  set, 

To  make  His  keeping  sure. 
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The  Resurrection — Continued 


So  with  bayonets  that  glistened 

Against  the  star-hung  sky, 
The  Roman  soldiers  kept  their  watch, 

As  hours  passed  slowly  by. 
Then  guards,  by  service  hardened, 

With  wills  of  iron-grain, 
Were  set  to  measure  arms  with  God 

For  the  Lamb  of  Calvary  slain. 

The  clock  has  timed  the  midnight  hour, 

And  old  Jerusalem 
Lay  sparkling  in  her  beauty  like 

A  coroneted  gem. 
The  watchman  on  the  tower, 

As  he  was  wont  to  tell, 
Proclaimed  the  coming  day 

Sentinelled — "All  is  well." 

When  Lo !  A  mighty  Angel  from 

Jehovah's  lofty  throne, 
Descended  to  the  summit 

And  rolled  aside  the  stone. 
The  Roman  soldiers,  terrified, 

Like  dead  men  lay  around; 
An  earthquake  rent  the  graves  and  shook 

The  sturdy,  rock-ribbed  ground. 

The  tomb  of  Christ  is  empty. 

He  is  risen  from  the  dead. 
"Come,  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay," 

The  smiling  Angel  said. 
"Go  tell  His  loved  disciples. 

Proclaim  it  far  and  wide. 
The  great  Redeemer  liveth, 

The  Saviour  crucified." 
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The  Resurrection — Continued 


"The  grave  has  lost  its  victory, 

And  death  has  lost  its  sting. 
O'er  death  and  hell  triumphant 

Christ  is  forever  King, 
And  men,  absolved  by  Mercy, 

From  the  consequence  of  sin, 
Shall  rise  to  immortality — 

"When  the  Saints  Come  Marching  In." 

«-A-»         <~ft"»         «~flf> 

The  Trinity 

What  tongue  can  tell  Thy  name,  O,  Lord, 

And  who  is  like  to  Thee? 
Who  laid  the  beams  of  the  universe, 

And  lives  in  eternity! 
Thy  nature  alone  is  Holiness, 

And  Love  and  Truth  art  Thou; 
Justice  and  Mercy  in  Thee  unite — 

Thy  pardon  giveth  now. 

Thou  hast  girded  Thyself  with  righteousness, 

And  covered  Thyself  with  light; 
True  exalted  Majesty  art  Thou; 

Thy  words  are  pure  and  right. 
Thou  dost  embody  Omnipotence, 

And  Omnipresent  Thou, 
Omniscience  is  found  in  Thee  alone, 

And  glory  crowns  Thy  brow. 


29   :  THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS 


The  Trinity — Continued 


In  wonders  of  Thy  Fatherhood 

Is  Life  eternal  found, 
In  the  essence  of  Thy  Being 

Doth  ever  Grace  abound. 
Thou  art  Immutable  and  in  Thyself 

Doth  Faith  and  Peace  abide, 
And  joy  and  gladness  like  rivers  flow 

From  out  Thy  wounded  side. 

Creator,  though  Uncreated  Thou, 

Beginning  and  the  End, 
Unchangeable  and  Unsearchable, 

The  Comforter  and  Friend, 
Thou  God  of  Battles;  Thou  Lord  of  Hosts, 

And  reigning  Prince  of  Peace — 
The  dominion  of  Thy  government, 

Established,  shall  increase. 

Thou  Triune  God,  Infinite  VT  AM", 

Jehovah,  "Three  in  One", 
Thou  "KING  OF  KINGS"  and  "LORD  OF  LORDS' 

Thou  blest  Eternal  Son. 
SAVIOUR,  COUNSELLOR,  ALMIGHTY  GOD, 

Thou  "ANCIENT  OF  THE  DAYS", 
Which  Is  and  Was,  and  Is  to  come, 

Worthy  adoring  praise. 


«-^->    <~tt^    c¥~> 

<LAJ<LAJ>C\J> 
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Lord,  mark  the  way  Thou  hast  in  life  for  me, 
Though  hard  at  first  the  road  may  seem  to  be; 
No  other  way  can  bring  such  light  divine; 
No  other  hand  can  prove  so  safe  as  Thine. 

Mark  out  the  way,  and  on  my  soul  this  hour, 
Pour  out  Thy  Spirit  and  endue  with  power; 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  love,  and  let  me  be 
A  living  witness  of  Thy  love  to  me. 

Mark  out  the  way;  Thou  knowest  what  is  best; 
No  other  way  brings  comfort,  hope  or  rest; 
No  other  way  can  peace  my  steps  attend, 
Or  heaven's  joy  with  cares  and  sorrows  blend. 

Mark  out  the  way,  the  world  has  yet  to  see, 
The  hidden  glory  which  is  veiled  in  Thee; 
Break  forth,  Eternal  Spirit,  clothed  in  light, 
And  may  we  feel  the  power  of  Thy  might. 

Mark  out  the  road,  and  with  Thy  mighty  tread, 
Arouse  the  nations,  and  awake  the  dead. 
Jehovah,  gird  Thy  sword  upon  Thy  thigh. 
He  comes!  Behold  redemption  draweth  nigh. 

Mark  out  the  way,  Thou  Mighty  Prince  of  Peace, 
Thy  Blood  alone  has  purchased  our  release. 
Let  all  mankind  the  fear-bound  shackles  break, 
And  may  they  from  their  death-like  slumbers  wake. 
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God's  Way  Is  Best — Continued 

Mark  out  the  way,  nor  let  Thy  scepter  fall, 

Till  tribes  and  nations  crown  Thee  Lord  of  all. 

Till  thrones  and  powers  and  kingdoms  all  be  Thine — 

The  Christ,  Redeemer,  Saviour,  Son  Divine! 

«-£-»    «~a-»    «-^f> 

<LAJ<LAJ>(LAJ> 

Where  the  Living  Waters  Flow 

I'm  going  home  to  glory  where  Jesus  waits  for  me, 

To  a  City  bright  with  splendor  beyond  the  rolling  sea, 

To   a   house   of   many  mansions   where  loved  ones  I  shall   know, 

For  we'll   meet  them   over  yonder  where  the  living  Waters  flow. 

I'll  see  the  One  who  saved  me.  Beside  Him  I  shall  stand; 

I'll  hear  His  loving  whisper  and  touch  His  nail-pierced  hand. 

I'll  see  the  wounds  of  Calvary  where  Jesus  suffered  so, 

When  He  opened  wide  the  Fountain  where  the  living  Waters  flow. 

The  world  has  no  attraction,  its  pleasures  or  its  sin; 

I'm  satisfied  completely  with  Christ  enthroned  within. 

My  peace  flows  like  a  river,  no  other  joys  I  know, 

For  I've  found  this  great  salvation  where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 

Then  soon  I'll  cross  the  river  and  reach  the  other  side, 
And  sheltered  safe  forever  with  Jesus  I'll  abide; 
No  more  to  weep  or  sorrow  no  pain  to  ever  know, 
No  parting  there  forever,  where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 

Chorus 

{If  used  as  a  song) 
Where  the  Living  Water's  flowing!  Where  rolls  the  crystal  sea! 
Where  the  walls  are  all  of  jasper  and  blooms  the  fruitful  tree, 
Where  gates  of  pearl  are  open  and  where  death  can  never  go, 
Within  the  gold-paved  City  where  the  Living  Waters  flow. 
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I  have  a  sure  Foundation  in  the  Lord. 

I'm  cleansed  each  moment  through  His  precious  Blood. 

His  grace,  so  full  and  free,  forever  reaches  me, 

I'm  living  on  the  precious  Word  of  God. 

I'm  standing  on  the  Rock  once  cleft  for  me. 

I'm  drinking  at  the  Fount  of  crystal  sea. 

The  Manna  from  above  feeds  my  soul  with  perfect  love, 

I'm  living  on  the  precious  Word  of  God. 

No  earthly  gain  or  pleasure  now  I  need, 
But  daily  on  the  Broken  Bread  I  feed. 
Forever  here  I  see  sufficient  joy  for  me, 
I'm  living  on  the  precious  Word  of  God. 

I  have  sweet  peace  that's  settled  deep  within, 
The  Crimson  Stream  has  cleansed  from  every  sin. 
The  River  deep  and  wide  from  Jesus'  wounded  side, 
I'm  living  on  the  precious  Word  of  God. 

No  doubts  within  nor  foes  without  I  fear, 

But  walk  the  path  where  Jesus  lingers  near; 

Each  moment,  day  and  hour,  I  feel  His  mighty  power, 

I'm  living  on  the  precious  Word  of  God. 

O,  glory  be  to  God  for  righteousness, 
The  perfect,  spotless  robe  of  heavenly  dress, 
The  sacred  Blood  alone  for  sinners  can  atone, 
I'm  living  on  the  precious  Word  of  God. 
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What  Would  Jesus  Do? 

<_^L»      05L»     «-Wj      tJ5L»     t-W-»      djj      t-frj 

CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^ 

«J5L»      t^  •      <J5L»      <J?L>      «J5L> 
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OS? 

In  this  world  of  pain  and  sorrow 

Often  caused  by  sin  and  hate, 
Where  with  sighs  and  groans  the  millions 

Battle  with  a  cruel  fate, 
Tell  me  you  who  have  the  power, 

And  could  help  another  through, 
Will  you  stop  to  lift  his  burdens? 

What  would  Jesus  do? 

You  whom  God  hath  highly  honored 

With  some  rare  and  precious  gift, 
Did  He  not  bestow  it  on  you, 

That  some  brother  you  might  lift. 
Let  us  use  what  God  hath  given 

To  our  calling  ever  true — 
Ask  ourselves  each  day,  the  question, 

What  would  Jesus  do? 

You  whose  hearts  have  been  enlightened 

With  the  wisdom  from  above, 
Who  have  had  your  chains  and  fetters 

Broken  by  the  Saviour's  love, 
Can  your  hearts  be  cold  and  barren 

If  you  keep  your  trust  in  view? 
Answer  at  the  bar  of  conscience, 

What  would  Jesus  do? 
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What  Would  lesus  Do? — Continued 

You  who  have  your  hoarded  thousands, 

Waiting  for  a  rainy  day, 
Can  you  hear  the  hungry  pleading 

And  iheir  anguish  turn  away? 
Think  of  Him  who  loves  the  helpless, 

To  their  pleadings  always  true. 
Tell  me,  stewards  of  God's  money, 

What  would  Jesus  do? 

When  you  see  the  souls  around  you 

Ruined  by  the  blight  of  sin — 
Groping  on  in  densest  darkness 

With  no  hope  or  joy  within — 
Can  you  sit  in  ease  and  pleasure, 

Waste  your  time  and  talents  too? 
Tell  me,  you  who  know  the  Saviour, 

What  would  Jesus  do? 

Thousands  now  are  rushing  hellward 

In  a  maddened  race  with  death. 
Shall  we  not  arouse  to  save  them 

With  our  talents,  time,  and  wealth? 
Let  us  call  on  God  to  help  us 

And  again  our  strength  renew, 
Ask  ourselves  once  more  the  question, 

What  would  Jesus  do? 

Would  He  not  to  those  benighted 

Stretch  His  hand  to  save  from  sin, 
Feed  the  hungry,  clothe  the  naked, 

Bid  each  wanderer  "come  in"? 
Tell  me,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven, 

And  ye  saints  the  ages  through 
Echo  back  to  earth  from  heaven 

What  our  Christ  would  do. 
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The  City  Foursquare 

«J&-»      05L»      t-frj      «J5L»      «J&-»      «JQL>      «J9-> 

<-&-»      -      >      «-9-»      <J5L»      «-&» 

t^-»       »-&j      «_©_> 

In  the  Bible  we're  told  of  a  City  of  Gold 

With  its  walls  of  pure  jasper  so  fair; 

There  abides  perfect  peace  and  joys  never  cease 

In  that  beautiful  City  "Foursquare." 

There  no  fears  we  may  know,  no  tears  ever  flow, 
And  no  darkness  or  night  shall  be  there; 
For  the  Lamb  is  the  Light,  celestial  and  bright, 
In  that  beautiful  City  "Foursquare." 

There's  an  emerald  bow  with  colors  that  glow, 
That  arches  the  Throne  white  and  fair; 
No  funeral  march  'neath  that  emerald  arch, 
In  that  beautiful  City  "Foursquare." 

There  are  robes  of  pure  white  in  that  City  of  light, 
And  bright  crowns  filled  with  stars  we  may  wear; 
There  are  palms  for  the  blest  and  mansions  of  rest, 
In  that  beautiful  City  "Foursquare." 

From  the  Throne  flows  a  Stream  with  crystal-like  gleam, 

Giving  Life  to  the  saved  over  there; 

And  a  twelve-fruited  tree  with  healing  leaves  free 

In  that  beautiful  City  "Foursquare." 

Chorus 

(If  set  to  music) 

In  that  heavenly  City,  that  City  of  gold, 

That  beautiful  City  "Foursquare." 

Is  the  home  of  the  blest  where  the  weary  may  rest, 

And  no  sorrows  may  enter  in  there. 
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rprprp 

«J5L>      «J9j      o&_> 

I  have  wandered  o'er  mountain  and  valley 

And  traversed  the  ocean  and  plain; 
I've  stood  in  the  marts  of  great  cities 

Reeking  with  loss  and  with  gain. 
In  vain  have  I  delved  into  nature 

To  fathom  the  mysteries  there, 
And  looked  on  the  rose  in  its  beauty 

And  the  lily  both  shapely  and  fair. 

I  have  looked  on  the  moon  in  the  heavens 

As  proudly  she  sailed  through  the  sky, 
On  the  sun  in  his  brightness  and  glory, 

Though  his  golden  rays  dazzled  my  eye. 
I  have  waited  in  awe  and  devotion 

For  the  changing  shift  of  a  cloud, 
And  watched  the  white  fleecy-like  feather 

Turn  black,  with  thunderings  loud. 

I  have  stood  on  the  bank  of  the  river, 

And  there  heard  "Old  Niagara  sing," 
And  listened  with  thrills  to  the  music 

From  the  throat  of  a  nightingale,  ring. 
I've  watched  the  eagle  mount  heavenward 

And  poise  on  his  wings  in  the  sky. 
I  have  loved  the  soft  smiles  of  an  infant 

And  caught  the  pure  gleam  in  his  eye. 
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Rhapsody  of  the  Heart — Continued 

All  these  and  many  like  pleasures 

I  have  sought  for  similitudes  sweet- 
Things  to  compare  with  the  glory 

I  find  at  the  crucified  Feet. 
All  vain  has  been  my  endeavor, 

No  glory  in  them  do  I  see, 
No  soul  thrilling  rapture  enchanting 

Like  that  which  my  Lord  gives  to  me. 

No  mountain  however  majestic, 

No  ocean  or  river  or  plain, 
And  no  changing  scene  in  the  heavens, 

Or  dark  cloud  heavy  laden  with  rain, 
But  Jesus,  my  Saviour,  surpasses 

In  majesty,  beauty,  and  light. 
He  maketh  the  clouds  of  the  tempest 

But  the  chariot  wheels  of  His  might. 

No  fragrance  in  lily  or  roses, 

No  matronly  moon  in  the  sky, 
No  strength  of  the  eagle's  swift  winging 

Or  sunshine  that  pleases  the  eye, 
But  the  "Rose  of  Sharon"  is  fairer, 

The  light  of  His  Glory  more  bright, 
The  strength  of  His  Arm  is  far  stronger 

Than  the  bold  eagle's  wing  in  its  flight. 

No  note  that  flows  from  the  song-bird 

No  murmuring  waters  that  fall, 
Nor  yet  the  dear  smiles  of  an  infant, 

So  sweet  and  enchanting  to  all, 
But  the  voice  of  my  Saviour  is  sweeter, 

His  smiles  are  more  gracious  and  pure; 
All  things  besides  Him  are  fleeting, 

His  beauties  shall  forever  endure. 
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Jesus  My  All 
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OS? 

The  earth  may  be  mantled  in  beauty, 

And  tears  and  sorrows  be  gone, 
Though  sin  may  be  banished  forever, 

And  death  forever  unknown; 
The  birds  may  sing  never  so  sweetly, 

The  flowers  bloom  never  so  bright, 
If  Jesus  would  fail  of  His  blessing, 

Earth's  goodness  would  fail  to  delight. 

The  world  with  its  wealth  and  its  grandeurs, 

Its  pleasures,  its  pomp  and  its  show, 
The  friendships  of  worldings  around  us 

Will  never  contentment  bestow. 
There  is  only  one  Source  of  true  riches, 

One  Spring  where  pleasures  abound, 
One  Friendship  that's  ever  unfailing, 

In  Christ's  love  alone  they  are  found. 

The  wild  stormy  winds  may  surround  us, 

And  painful  afflictions  arise, 
Persecution's  sharp  arrows  confront  us, 

And  dark  clouds  hang  low  in  our  skies. 
Will  lesus,  who  promised  His  presence, 

Forsake  us  or  leave  us  alone? 
Will  His  kind  ear  be  deaf  to  our  pleadings, 

Whose  sorrows  are  griefs  He  has  known. 
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Although  we  may  languish  in  prison, 

Or  in  dens  and  the  caves  of  the  earth; 
Though  cast  in  a  fiery  furnace 

We  shall  have  the  "Form  of  the  Fourth. 
No  matter  to  us  what  afflictions 

He  may  call  on  us  to  pass  through, 
If  Jesus  but  grant  us  His  presence 

We'll  submit  to  the  test,  and  be  true. 

«-^->    ifip    *"$("* 

<LAJ><LAJ><LAJ> 
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Amid  the  storms  that  taunt  my  soul 

I'll  trust  in  Thee; 
Though  sorrow's  billows  o'er  me  roll 

My  comfort  be; 
Through  darkest  night  with  thunders  loud, 
Or  brightest  day  without  a  cloud, 
In  vigils  lone,  or  pulsing  crowd, 

Be  Thou  with  me! 

Whene'er  the  way  seems  hard  to  tread 

I'll  walk  with  Thee; 
Where  mists  of  doubt  and  fears  o'erspread 

Shine  light  on  me; 
When  crosses  come  or  foes  prevail, 
And  persecution's  darts  assail, 
When  all  seems  hid  behind  the  veil, 

My  Helpei  be. 

When  weary  from  my  toil  and  care, 

Thy  strength  give  me; 
When  burdens  seem  too  hard  to  bear, 

I'll  lean  on  Thee; 
When  all  seems  lost  but  faith  and  prayer, 
Before  Thy  throne  divinely  fair, 
In  deep  devotion  pleading  there, 

I'll  cling  to  Thee. 
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My  Prayer — Continued 


When  seeking  Thee  Thy  will  to  know, 

Speak  Thou  to  me; 
For  guidance  through  this  world  below, 

I'll  look  to  Thee. 
When  human  eye  has  failed  in  sight, 
And  human  mind  is  veiled  in  night, 
By  faith  alone  I'll  walk  in  light, 

Oh,  give  it  me! 

«-a-»      TOT*      'TOT* 

<LAJ><LAJ)(lAJ> 

Christology 

The  shepherds  kept  their  flocks  by  night, 
An  Angel  band  sang  in  delight, 
A  guiding  star  revealed  the  way; 
In  Bethlehem's  manger  Mary  lay. 

A  sigh,  a  groan,  a  Babe,  a  tear, 
A  heavenly  halo  lingered  near. 
The  Magi  and  the  fragrance  sweet — 
Love's  essence  at  a  young  Child's  Feet. 

A  lowly  home  in  a  village  mean, 
Where  lived  a  Youth,  a  Nazarene — 
A  Boy,  a  Man,  a  Christ  sublime — 
The  sinner's  Friend,  the  Christ  Divine. 
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Christology — Continued 


A  garden  dark,  a  Christ  alone, 
Great  drops  of  Blood,  a  painful  groan, 
A  seething  mob,  a  sword  displayed, 
A  traitor's  kiss,  a  King  betrayed. 

A  midnight  court,  a  thorny  crown, 
A  reed  in  hand,  a  purple  gown, 
A  jeering  mob,  a  thief  set  free; 
The  Son  of  man  must  die  for  me. 

A  rended  earth,  a  sundered  veil, 
A  blackened  sky,  a  piercing  wail, 
Sin's  penalty  is  satisfied, 
For  Calvary's  Christ  is  crucified. 

A  God  entombed,  beneath  a  rock, 
A  Roman  guard,  an  earthquake  shock, 
An  Angel  bright,  a  woman  near, 
A  risen  Lord  gives  words  of  cheer. 

A  gathered  throng,  a  cloud  of  light, 
A  last  command,  two  men  in  white, 
The  ascended  Lord,  our  Advocate 
Will  come  again,  pray,  watch  and  wait! 

«~^-»    icr*    *~ft~> 
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«JgL»      <J&j      «J9-»  «JCL*      «JQL»      (JQL» 

My  Mission 

C^f^CY^C^f^CY^CY^CY^CY^ 

«JQL>      «J5L»      «-©-»      <J5L>      <-v-»      «JgL>      Ofcj 

<TY^(TY^^Y^(rY^crY^ 

cJ&->      OgL»      *J&_»      «JvL>      «J&-» 
<JgL>      «J8L>      «JJ_» 

OS? 

Perhaps  I  can't  preach  like  Apollos; 

Nor  play  like  Israel's  great  king; 
I  haven't  a  talent  like  David, 

Israel's  sweet  singer,  to  sing, 
But  my  voice  I  will  use  for  the  Master, 

Telling  how  God  from  above, 
Is  ever  unfolding  in  Jesus 

The  hidden  mysteries  of  love. 

No  treasures  have  I,  like  the  Magi, 

To  lay  at  the  Saviour's  dear  feet; 
I  cannot,  like  Mary,  anoint  Him 

With  ointment,  so  fragrant  and  sweet. 
I  can  give  my  heart's  true  devotion, 

And  praise  at  the  foot  of  the  cross, 
The  One  who  so  wonderfully  saved  me, 

A  poor  sinner,  wretched  and  lost. 

I  was  never  born  for  a  monarch, 

Nor  to  sway  the  scepter  of  rule; 
No  learning,  like  Paul,  can  I  boast  of, 

Obtained  in  Gamaliel's  school; 
But  faithfully  use  the  one  talent, 

That  Christ  may  have  given  to  me, 
It's  all  that  He  asks  of  His  servant, 

Tho  great  or  yet  small  it  may  be. 
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My  Mission — Continued 


I'll  not  be  empowered,  like  Elijah, 

To  bring  fire  down  from  the  sky, 
And  burn  up  the  foes  of  Jehovah 

To  plant  His  banner  on  high. 
I  can  pray  to  the  Lord  of  Elijah 

To  fire  my  soul  with  His  love, 
Till  a  double  portion  of  Spirit 

Shall  empower  my  soul  from  above, 

God  never  will  use  me,  like  Moses, 

To  chastize  a  nation  for  sin, 
Or  free  a  people  from  bondage 

And  to  a  land  of  freedom,  lead  in. 
I  may  live  a  life  hid  with  Jesus, 

Proclaiming  my  liberty  sweet, 
Till  some  sin-bound  slave  in  the  prison 

Finds  freedom  at  Jesus'  dear  feet. 

God.  never  will  make  me  a  law-giver, 

Nor  warrior  to  "buckle  a  sword", 
Nor  give  me  pen  swift  and  ready, 

As  to  sway  a  world  with  my  word. 
But  leaving  the  treasures  of  Egypt, 

And  choosing  the  way  to  the  cross, 
I  will  suffer  with  God's  chosen  people, 

Counting  all  other  things  but  as  dross. 

I  may  not  so  highly  be  honored 

To  lie  in  chains  for  my  Lord, 
He  may  not  consider  me  worthy 

To  render  my  life  for  His  Word. 
But  I  can  be  meek  and  victorious 

In  the  every-day  trials  of  life, 
And  keep  my  soul  pure  and  uplifted 

From  anger,  resentment,  and  strife. 


45    :  THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS 


CY^CY^CY^>  CY^CY^CY^ 

Be  Still  and  Rest 

«-W_»     tJCLf     «-W-»     «J5L»     «-&»     «J&-»     «-&> 

«J$->     «J9->     «J5L»     cJ5L»     <J9-» 

«J5L»      «JQL»      «J8L> 

Thou  knowest,  Lord,  the  cruel  thorns 

Along  life's  weary  way, 
The  low-hung  clouds  that  oft  obscure 

The  light  of  day. 
The  many  lonely  hours  we  spend 

In  grief  and  care, 
And  the  harsh,  bitter  judgments 

Which  we  often  bear. 
Thou  knowest  all  of  these,  Dear  Lord, 

And  I  can  see 
A  beam  of  light  and  hear  your  sweet 

Voice  speak  to  me, 
"Lean  hard,  be  still, 
Trust  Me  and  learn  My  will." 

Thou  knowest  how  from  off  Thy  path 

My  feet  would  stray, 
Unless  the  Shepherd  lead  and  guide 

Me  in  the  way; 
How  I  might  sometimes  fall  beneath 

My  heavy  load. 
Or  lose  my  foothold  on  the  hilly 

Rock-strewn  road. 
My  many  failures  Thou  dost  know 

And  Thou  dost  see 
That  in  myself  there  is  no  help, 

So  biddest  me, 
"Look  up,  be  still, 
Trust  Me  and  seek  My  will." 
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Be  Still  and  Rest — Continued 


Thou  knowest  of  life's  broken  ties 

That  rend  my  heart, 
Of  broken  friendship  ties,  and  grief 

When  we  must  part. 
Thou  knowest,  too,  the  foes  whose  words, 

Like  arrows,  sped, 
Against  my  soul  and  like  spears 

Cut  wounds  that  bled. 
Thou  knowest  all  of  these,  Dear  Lord, 

And  from  Thy  throne 
Thou  hast  the  power  to  heal  the  wounds- 

And  Thou  alone 
May  say:  "Be  still, 
Trust  Me  and  see  My  will." 

Thou  knowest  how  my  soul  would  faint 

My  strength  grow  weak, 
Unless,  that  by  Thy  Power, 

My  fainting  soul  Thou  keep. 
Thou  knowest  how  the  future, 

Which  I  cannot  trace, 
Seems  hung  with  mist  and  with 

The  hiding  of  Thy  face 
I'll  fail  except  Thy  Spirit 

Dwell  within  my  heart, 
And  to  my  soul  the  essence 

Of  Thy  grace  impart 
And  bids  "Be  still 
Trust  Me  and  know  My  will." 
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Be  Still  and  Rest — Continued 

In  all  these  things  Thou  knowest,  Dear  Lord, 

That  we  must  share, 
For  here,  not  crowns  as  yet,  but  crosses, 

We  must  bear. 
The  wounds  and  tests  and  trials  are 

But  stepping  stones 
That  lead  across  the  stream  to  mansions, 

Crowns  and  thrones. 
So  with  an  eye  of  faith  that  looks 

Beyond  the  foam, 
And  sees  within  the  Gates  a  brighter 

Better  home 
I  will  be  still, 

Trust  Thee,  and  do  Thy  will! 
«~cf>    <■£'»    <~flr* 

The  Rose 

(Dedicated  especially  to  my  dear  friend,  Rose  Cour) 

God  swung  into  space  a  world  of  beauty, 
Throbbing  with  life  and  with  song, 
Seas  rolling  their  eternal  bass  of  nature, 
Mounts  with  tops  where  stars  belong. 
Mist-hung  waterfalls,  forest,  fruit  and  fern, 
Orb-lit  skies  in  hushed  repose, 
But  God  capped  His  handiwork  of  beauty, 
When  He  made  the  lovely  rose. 

O,  peerless,  unstained  roses,  natured  in 

White  or  pink,  crimson  or  gold, 

You  blossom  in  unpretentious  glory, 

When  your  shapely  buds  unfold, 

You  ravish  my  heart  with  your  fragrance, 

Your  voice  a  quiet  bestows, 

For  God  capped  His  handiwork  of  beauty 

When  He  made  you,  LOVELY  ROSE. 
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<JJL»      cJQL*      »JOL»  t&j      «-$-»      *-&-» 

Take  the  Word  of  God 

tJ5L»      «JJ'-»      «-Wj      tJJL»      «J&-»      <Jv-»      <--9-» 
«_©-»     <J5L»     «J5->     «J$-»     «-v-» 

C^(TY^CY^ 

<JQL>      «J$-»      «-W-» 


Dost  thou  need  a  Guide,  Pilgrim — 

One  that's  safe  and  sure? 

One  that  points  the  pathway  through 

And  helps  us  to  endure? 

The  road  is  rough  and  rugged, 

The  path  is  strewn  with  blood, 

You  need  a  Guide  to  lead  you? 

Then  take  the  Word  of  God. 

There  are  mountains  in  your  journey, 
And  deserts  lone  and  drear — 
Deep  pitfalls  dark  and  loathsome 
Along  your  path  lie  near? 
You  need  a  Friend  to  help  you, 
As  up  the  path  you  plod 
And  lighten  all  your  journey? 
Then  take  the  Word  of  God. 

You  need  a  Sword,  brave  soldier, 
Double-edged,  sharp  and  keen — 
One  that  divides  the  forces 
Of  the  enemies  you've  seen? 
The  line  of  march  is  onward 
Straight  through  fire  and  flood, 
You  need  a  mighty  weapon? 
Then  take  the  Word  of  God. 
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Take  the  Word  of  God — Continued 

There  are  many  sinful  pleasures 
To  lure  you  on  your  way — 
Muskets  of  disappointment 
To  thwart  you  day  by  day. 
You  need  a  well  trained  Captain 
To  stay  the  mighty  flood 
And  turn  the  tide  of  battle? 
Then  take  the  Word  of  God! 

<-a-»       «-A-»      <-a-»      «-fl-»      <-^f»      «-jrtp      rfl-» 

rAi    *~fir*    cYjT>    *~fir*    'Tfif 

<-^p       r-A->       «-A-> 
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CY^CY^CY^ 

«J$-»      «-&-»      «JgL» 

CY^C^CY^CY^CY^ 

«JQL>      «JQL»      <-v-»      t-?L»      «JQL> 

CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^ 

«J&-»      *J&~>      <J&->      *-&->      «JjL»      <JBL>      <jfc-> 

If  the  Lord  delight  in  us,  then 
he  will  bring  us  into  this 
land,  and  give  it  us;  a  land 
which  floweth  with  milk  and 
honey. 

—NUMBERS  14:8 

<-)fif»       r-rip       *TjP       '^tir*       «~tif»       '"flP       <~ft"' 

rv|->    «~£~»    rXr>    *tjt»    r^> 

«~flf»       rtp       rflp 


51    :  THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS 


\_Jur  (^ountru,  the     UlnltecL  Stated 

Lord,  God  of  our  forefathers,  bless  and  watch  over  our  land, 

Beautified  by  the  imprint  of  Thy  Creative  Hand. 

From  North  to  South,  from  East  to  West,  o'er  vales  and  green-clad 
hills, 

And  mountain  peaks,  and  rivers  broad,  and  tiny  rippling  rills, 

We  trace  the  mighty  treadings  of  Thy  Sovereign  Trampling  Feet, 

And  see  our  land  laid  out  in  plan  of  Master  Mind  complete; 

The  earth-spot  of  all  Paradise.  God's  paramount  creation, 

And  blest  above  all  lands  for  beauty  and  inspiration. 

The  wings  of  Seraphim  dipped  low  to  earth  and  fanned  the  breeze; 
And  kissed  to  life  and  energy  our  stately  stalwart  trees. 
The  feet  of  Holy  Angels  oft  have  pressed  our  sacred  soil 
And  left  their  marks  of  virtue  on  man's  humble,  honest  toil. 
Where  find  more  thrilling  beauty  or  treasures  of  greater  wealth, 
Or  glory  hung  in  heavens,  or  current  flows  of  health? 
How  could  God  lavish  on  mankind  a  better  land  than  this 
That  rolled,  complete,  from  the  Fingertips  of  Omnipotence? 


Our  mountains  are  embellished  and  beaded  with  inlaid  gold. 

Our  hillsides,  breasted  with  silver,  possess  a  wealth  untold. 

Where  find  more  beautiful  landscape  than  our  far-stretching  plains, 

Budding  with  grass  and  flower  and  fruitful  ripening  grains? 

Where  more  splendor  in  sunrise  when  "Old  Sol"  rolls  back  the 
night, 

And  paints  the  eastern  heavens  with  the  rose  tints  of  his  light? 

Where  find  more  gorgeous  sunset,  shaded  with  every  hue, 

Silver  festooned  clouds  hung  with  cords  of  gold,  purple,  and  blue? 
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Our  Country,  the  United  States — Continued 

In  Grand  Canyon,  where  sparkling  Colorado  cuts  its  way, 
Are  the  most  phenomenal  wonders  of  God's  grand  display. 
Here  is  sublime  dignity,  imposing  grandeur,  and  awe, 
In  the  most  stupendous  immensity  man  ever  saw. 
The  rocks  in  wild  formation  stand  like  giants  of  old, 
Burnished  like  polished  brass,  majestically  sculptured,  and  bold, 
Infolding  and  unfolding  their  strata  in  artistic  plan, 
Or  in  horizontal  lines  lay,  overawing  to  man. 

The  canyon  is  earth's  most  sublime  spectacular  scene. 
Its  splendid  colorings  of  pink,  and  rose,  and  brilliant  green, 
And  red,  cut  in  with  layers  of  purple,  orange  and  blue, 
Flame  the  walls  with  a  gleaming  riot  of  rich  tinted  hue. 
Here  is  the  phenomena  of  a  river's  long  work-age; 
Cutting  a  chasm  six  thousand  feet  with  tumultuous  rage. 
In  this  most  august  wonder  God  and  Nature  seemed  to  vie 
To  unearth  some  unprecedented  glory  for  human  eye. 

Inside  a  Cascade  mountain  its  summit  barren  and  bold, 

Slumbers  Crater  Lake  in  winter  ice-covered,  and  cold. 

Here  is  exquisite  beauty  as  she  lies  in  unruffled  rest 

And  woos  the  sun's  setting  rays  to  play  on  her  frozen  breast. 

Millions  of  rainbow  prisms  like  diamonds  and  pearls  and  gold, 

Sparkle  and  dance  on  her  bosom — a  marvel  to  behold. 

In  mid-winter  scale  to  the  top  of  this  hazardous  steep 

And  see  this  inspiring  Beauty — Crater  Lake,  when  asleep. 

Our  many  vast  forests  are  the  backbone  of  our  nation. 

They're  a  part  of  the  framework  of  civilization. 

We  pay  tribute  to  forests,  they  were  man's  first  dwelling  place 

When  the  earth  rolled  complete  from  God's  fingertips  out  into  space. 

They  are  the  worthiest  gift  He  has  bequeathed  unto  man, 

The  glory  and  wealth  of  all  nations  since  time  began. 

Long  live  our  out-breathing,  life-giving,  balm-healing  trees, 

Mellowing  the  sun's  hottest  rays,  and  perfuming  the  breeze. 
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Our  Country,  the  United  States — Continued 

Our  natural  resources  stimulate  national  pride. 

And,  by  our  "Equality  of  Rights"  we  stand  side  by  side 

To  draw  free  at  will  from  their  great  storehouses  of  treasure, 

And  mold  them  into  our  lives  for  our  profit  and  pleasure. 

Throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  our  country  great  rivers  flow, 

The  greatest  water  coverage  system  God  could  bestow. 

Mississippi,  "Father  of  Waters,"  is  earth's  longest  stream, 

Its  waters  have  made  our  valleys  as  a  heavenly  dream. 


When  the  Arkansas  river,  in  its  swift,  turbulent  forge, 

Swept  through  the  Rockies,  it  left  in  its  wake  the  Royal  Gorge. 

Glazed  perpendicular  walls  tower  thousands  of  feet  high 

In  a  stupendous  magnitude,  their  peaks  piercing  the  sky. 

In  tints  of  rainbow  splendor,  challenging  the  setting  sun, 

To  paint  the  sky  more  gorgeous  than  Nature,  for  them,  had  done. 

A  swinging  bridge  spans  the  gulch,  the  highest  bridge  in  the  world. 

And  atop  its  pinnacle  the  "Stars  and  Stripes"  have  been  unfurled. 


Stretched  here  and  there  like  great  sheets  of  silver,  bordered  with 

green, 
Immense  bodies  of  water  make  a  most  beautiful  scene. 
In  valleys  or  at  foot  of  our  hills  and  high  mountains  steep, 
Clear  placid  lakes  sparkle  in  splendor,  like  Fairies  asleep. 
Love-singing  cataracts  entrance  with  their  sweet  serenades. 
Spray-hung  waterfalls  tumble  from  precipitous  grades. 
Our  Yosemite  Falls  are  the  second  highest  on  earth. 
Niagara's  flow  is  the  largest  with  broadest  of  girth. 
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Our  Country,  the  United  States — Continued 

Three  great  mountain  chains  cut  through  the  entire  length  of  our 

land, 
East,  West,  and  Mid-Center  like  battling  giants  they  stand, 
Natural  barrier  bulwarks  built  long  ages  ago, 
By  Omnipotent  Wisdom,  our  protection  against  foe. 
Beaten  and  scourged  by  the  wild  lashes  of  Winter's  fierce  hand, 
Snowcapped  eternally,  colossal,  majestic  they  stand, 
And  smile  down  on  wild  baying  canyons,  that  lie  at  their  feet, 
Colored  with  Nature's  own  tracings — rustic,  rugged,  and  steep. 


O,  what  a  lavish  of  beauty  God  bequeathed  to  our  land, 

When  He  pictured  our  country  with  the  touchmarks  of  His  Hand, 

When  He  embedded  His  Footprints  on  vale,  mountain  and  hill, 

And  imparted  a  broad  knowledge  of  His  infinite  skill. 

His  Awe  of  Majesty  is  seen  in  huge  mountain  towers, 

His  Power  in  our  waterfalls,  His  Grace  in  the  flowers, 

His  greatness  in  heavens,  in  seas,  and  far-stretching  plains; 

His  benevolence  in  the  Seasons  and  cloud-giving  rains. 

Where  greater  classic  than  our  forests  of  Petrified  Wood, 
And  the  mountain  symmetrical,  most  beautiful  Mount  Hood? 
Mount  Shasta,  Ranier,  and  mystic  Mount  of  the  Most  Holy  Cross, 
Bearing  witness  to  the  Blood-stained,  "Old  Rugged"  Lowly  Cross. 
Pikes  and  Longs  Peaks,  landmarks  of  the  ages,  and  verdant  hills 
Interlaced  throughout  with  tiny  cords  of  rippling  rills, 
Or  rivers  deep.  Rainbow  colorings  on  mountainside  steep 
Mirrored  in  calm  crystal-clear  lakes  that  nestle  at  their  feet. 
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Our  Country,  the  United  States — Continued 

When  the  revolting  breast  of  Nature  tore  apart  the  sods, 
She  made  a  sculptural  beauty — The  Garden  of  the  Gods. 
Pointed  shafts  and  giant  statues  on  graphic  pillars  rest, 
Overhanging  boulders  and  towering  crags  where  eaglets  nest, 
Fantastic  faces,  crouching  figures  and  "Old  Balanced  Rock" 
Defy  the  ravages  of  storm  and  earth's  tremulous  shock, 
Carved  by  Fury's  chisel  and  polished  by  merciless  sands, 
Colored  with  the  brush  of  glory  by  Invisible  hands. 

Indiana's  Wyandotte  Cave  with  its  Bottomless  Pit, 
A  natural  bridge  that  crosses  the  center  above  it. 
In  stalagmite  formation  stand  "Betsy  and  I  are  Out" 
With  backs  to  each  other  in  perfect  replica  throughout. 
They  have  silently  stood  there  through  dim  ages  long  gone, 
And  will  contemptuously  stand  there  while  Time  rushes  on. 
Above,  at  precipitous  height  cut  in  rock  without  hand 
The  emblems  in  Compass  and  Square  of  true  Masonry  stand. 

In  here  is  the  largest  room  known.  All  St.  Peter's  at  Rome 

Could  be  in  it — not  touching  the  sides;  or  its  spires — the  dome. 

Though  over  its  top  raged  Waterloo  and  "Old  Bunker  Hill" 

No  battling  sound  could  e'er  be  heard.  It  is  breathlessly  still. 

You  can  hear  your  own  life  blood  coursing  your  veins,  and  no  light 

Ever  parted  the  darkness  of  its  impenetrable  night. 

The  songster  may  listen,  and  thrill  at  his  entire  refrain, 

As  the  song  slowly  recedes,  then  turns  and  comes  back  again. 
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Our  most  fabulous  mystic  is  our  immense  Mammoth  Cave, 
Glittering  like  crystals,  magnificently  sculptured  and  grave. 
Carlsbad  cavern,  and  Echo  Cave,  and  the  Cave  of  the  Winds, 
Nature  spots,  where  monotony  ends  and  mystic  begins. 
In  Kentucky  we  have  a  natural  solid  rock  bridge, 
Spanning  a  canyon's  top  from  mountain  rim  to  mountain  ridge. 
Many  beautiful  Government  parks  add  to  our  pleasures. 
Estes,  Mesa  Verde,  the  Black  Hills,  are  national  treasures. 

Wyoming's  Yellowstone  Park  is  the  playground  of  the  nation, 
With  rivers,  and  mountains,  and  rocks  of  fantastic  formation. 
Nature  pours  forth  her  anomaly  with  springs  boiling  hot, 
And  beside  them,  icy  cold  waters  from  rocks  gushing  out. 
Silver-spray  waterspouts  toss  their  vapors  into  the  sky; 
Near  by,  breathtaking  waterfalls  dash  from  mountain  crest  high. 
In  this  most  picturesque  park  Nature  vents  forth  her  rages, 
And  clock-wise  "Old  Faithful  Geyser"  keeps  time  with  the  ages. 

Hidden  deep  in  the  veins  and  mountains  of  "Old  Mother  Earth," 

Are  minerals,  ores  and  stones  of  inestimable  worth. 

An  inexhaustible  supply  for  centuries  to  come, 

Whereby  we  may  enhance  our  land  and  establish  our  home. 

From  Alaska's  gold-clad  hills,  California's  yellow  strand, 

Colorado's  silver  mountains,  south  to  the  sun-kissed  land; 

From  Atlantic's  wave  to  the  Pacific,  on  every  shore, 

Our  good  land  yields  to  man  her  abundance  of  treasured  store. 
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Our  progress  of  yesterday  and  our  success  of  today, 

Our  larger  prospects  for  tomorrow  have  brought  into  play, 

Great  guidelights  of  the  past,  unfailing  faith  in  the  present. 

Envisioned  hope  for  the  future,  for  greater  achievement; 

In  our  struggles  for  advancement  we  have  pulled  hand  in  hand, 

And  have  constructed  ideals  high  for  the  good  of  our  land. 

In  our  long  march  with  the  nations  we  have  forged  far  ahead, 

And  left  the  imprint  of  wisdom  wherever  we  have  tread. 

Our  scientific  research  has  been  amazing  and  fast. 

We  have  split  and  harnessed  the  atom,  and  men  stand  aghast. 

We   have  bound   the   elements — made   them  concede  to  our  will, 

We  have  forced  sea  and  sky  to  endorse  and  bow  to  our  skill. 

Our  great  schools  of  learning,  our  medicine,  music,  and  art, 

Have  consummated  the  highest  degree  man  can  impart. 

Our  church  bequests  and  benevolent  organizations, 

Have  girdled  the  globe,  strengthened  and  uplifted  the  nations. 


A  perfect  network  of  railroads  covers  our  entire  lands, 
Connecting  our  cities  and  hamlets  with  their  great  steel  bands. 

Hard    surfaced   highways    cross    the    mountains   and   traverse   the 

plains, 

Over  them  huge  motor  transports  market  livestock  and  grains. 

We  have  the  best  systems  of  telegraph  and  telephone, 

Radio  communication,  the  world  has  ever  known. 

Giant  airships  plow  through  the  sky  at  a  cannon-ball  speed, 

Manned  by  well  travel-trained  crews  to  meet  emergency's  need 
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Our  lines  of  commerce  penetrate  to  every  clime  and  shore, 

Bearing  the  precious  fruits  of  soil  from  our  productive  store. 

Our  deep  harbors  jutting  into  our  long  seacoastal  range, 

Make  ports  commodious  for  export  and  import  exchange. 

Our  engineering  experts  and  manufacturing  plants, 

Have   advanced   our  progress   for   every  need  and   circumstance. 

Rural  and  city  homes  are  modernized  and  beautified; 

Airplanes  and  autos  for  all — and  a  nation  satisfied. 

Our  founding  forefathers  declared  and  held  it  true  to  be 
That  all  men  were  born  equal  and  should  be  equally  free. 
For  a  full  fruition  of  their  highest  concepts  to  bring, 
They  snatched  the  sword  of  oppression  from  a  despotic  king. 
Thirteen  struggling  Colonies,  with  scant  armament  and  food, 
Chose  to  die,  fighting  for  freedom,  than  live  in  servitude, 
Determined  to  create  a  Flag  that  forever  would  be 
The  one  emblem  of  Rights  equal  in  a  land  that  is  free. 

Nor  was  their  sacrifice  of  home,  and  blood,  and  tears,  and  pain, 

Laid  on  the  altar  for  freedom  of  their  country  in  vain. 

Out  of  the  chaos  of  struggle,  out  of  a  slavish  ban, 

Emerged  the  greatest  document  ever  written  by  man — 

The  Constitution — declaring  all  men  equal  and  free, 

And  setting  the  basic  laws  for  justice  and  liberty; 

Safeguarding  our  free  worship,  free  schools,  free  speech,  and  free 
press, 

The  right  of  trial  by  jury  for  personal  redress. 
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Its  equality  made  us  great.  Its  sinews  made  us  strong. 

Its  power  met  oppression  from  the  vaunting  foot  of  wrong. 

Its  justice  gave  us  unity,  its  light  benevolence, 

Its  code  of  honor  won  our  adherence  and  reverence. 

Nor  shall  a  foreign  power  destroy  our  Constitution, 

Dare  to  attack  our  liberties,  or  disrupt  our  union. 

As  men  fought  to  make  us  free,  we  will  fight  to  keep  men  free. 

Until   the   Stars  and   Stripes  unchallenged  floats  from  sea  to  sea. 

But  now  Communistic  elements  clamor  at  our  gates, 

With  the  purpose  to  trample  our  laws  and  enslave  our  states. 

This  virulent  serpent,  this  Russian  leviathan  Red, 

Must  be  destroyed  when  and  wherever  it  raises  its  head. 

Our  nation  must  rise  into  action  and  "buckle  the  sword," 

Drive  to  oblivion  this  law-hating,  invading  horde. 

The  blood  of  our  forefathers  still  flows  in  every  vein, 

And  our  hatred  for  servitude  is  inborn  and  ingrain. 

Let  not  the  darkening  clouds  of  an  encircling  gloom 
Lengthen  over  the  land  their  shadows  of  impending  doom. 
The  besom  of  destruction  sweeps  toward  the  ruinous  brink 
Of  despair  through  the  manufacture  and  sale  of  strong  drink. 
Let  us  arouse,  and  meet  with  courage,  the  needs  of  the  hour. 
"Beard  the  lion  in  his  den"  and  annihilate  his  power. 
The  law  of  self  preservation  and  virtue  demands  it. 
Our  youth,  our  homes,  and  our  own  integrity  command  it. 
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The  laws  of  our  country  are  vested  in  a  President, 

Vice  President,  a  Supreme  Court,  a  Congress,  and  Senate. 

11  By  the  People"  chosen  without  ill  will,  malice,  or  strife. 

"Of  the  People"  from  the  various  vocations  of  life. 

'Tor  the  People"  to  make  lasting  our  great  Constitution, 

Safeguard,  for  posterity,  ev'ry  free  institution, 

To  enact  our  laws  on  the  basic  principle  of  right, 

With  justice  to  all  men  regardless  of  race,  creed,  or  might. 

Our  people  are  bound  into  one  Union  under  one  Rod, 

One  government,  one  Flag,  one  scepter  of  rule,  and  One  God. 

May  "Old  Glory"  in  triumph  and  peace,  her  proud  colors  wave 

O'er  the  hearts  and  homes  of  the  free  and  the  tombs  of  the  brave. 

May  the  God  of  all  grace.  Whom  we  worship,  in  Whom  we  trust, 

The  God  Eternal,  Omnipotent,  Omniscient,  and  Just, 

Who  has  guided  and  led  us  thus  far,  still  stand  at  our  gates 

To  abide  with,  direct,  and  protect — Our  United  States. 
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Colorado,  Colorado!  How  majestic  is  thy  name. 
In  thy  proud  centennial  birthright  how  exalted  is  thy  fame. 
Situate  among  the  mountains,  fearful  in  their  aspect  bold, 
The  foundation  of  thy  greatness  was  laid  deep  in  thee  of  old. 
Who  can  tell  within  thy  borders  the  possessions  of  thy  wealth, 
Or  the  gorgeous  scenes  of  beauty  or  the  current  flows  of  health? 
Who  can  know  the  future  glory  in  thy  sisterhood  of  state, 
Or  divine  the  mighty  prospects  of  a  commonwealth  so  great? 

With  broad  visions  of  the  future,  men  of  courage,  brawn  and  brain, 
Left  behind  their  eastern  homeland,  fearing  neither  sun  nor  rain. 
Blazed  a  trail  thru  trackless  deserts,  feared  nor  faltered  on  the  way, 
Met  and  conquered  savage  hordes,  felled  and  fettered  beasts  of 

prey. 
Men  whose  faith  could  ne'er  be  daunted,  men  with  prospects  large 

in  view, 
Standing  hand  in  hand  in  danger,  heart  to  heart  with  purpose  true, 
Men  who  willed  and  tried  and  triumphed,  nor  relied  on  idle  fate.. 
Men  of  mettle,  vision,  honor,  were  the  founders  of  our  state. 

Men  who  oft,  amid  privation,  bent  their  backs  to  honest  toil, 
Leaving  marks  for  coming  ages  in  their  works  on  virgin  soil, 
Who  with  iron  sinews  labored  that  the  desert,  bleak  and  bare, 
Might  be  made  to  bud  and  blossom,  like  the  Rose  of  Sharon  fair. 
Men   who   murmured  not  at   hardships   in  their   "soddies"   on  the 
plain, 
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Heeded  not  the  drouth  of  summer,  sowed  and  reaped  their  golden 

grain, 
Who,  in  hut  among  the  mountains,  dug  for  gold  and  precious  stone 
Giving  priceless  gifts  to  nations  from  the  state  we  call  our  own. 

O,  what  wonders  God  imparted  when  He  left  his  fingerprints 
In  His  touch  on  Colorado,  in  her  scenes  and  color  tints, 
Old  Pikes  Peak,  a  rock-ribbed  fortress,  guarding  silently  the  sky, 
Poised  sublime  in  regal  splendor,  solar-sentineled  on  high, 
Lauded  landmark  of  the  ages  standing  bold,  aloof,  alone, 
Crowning  glory  of  the  Rockies — a  vast  pyramid  of  stone 
Braving  now  the  blasts  of  winter,  now  caressed  by  Luna's  light, 
Is  the  pride  of  Colorado,  and  the  symbol  of  her  might. 

Standing  high  o'er  brink  of  canyon,  far  above  where  eaglets  nest, 
We  can  trace  a  thread  of  silver  twining  down  from  mountain  crest, 
Now  a  laughing,  leaping  brooklet,  then  a  torrent  tossed  with  rage, 
And  the  great  Arkansas  River,  rolls  his  stream  from  age  to  age, 
On  the  burnished  walls  of  canyon,  in  the  crystal  waves  below, 
Are  reflected  myriad  colors  with  their  mingled  tints  aglow. 
There  are  cliffs  and  crags  o'er  hanging  in  this  gem  of  beauty  rare, 
Where  the  silver  thread  SO  mighty,  made  the  Royal  Gorge  SO  fair. 

When  the  troubled  heart  of  nature  threw  apart  the  crust  of  sods, 
What  vast  monolith  upheavals  made  the  Garden  of  the  Gods. 
Polished  walls  of  solid  granite  like  great  ancient  bulwarks  stand, 
Pointed  shafts  in  wild  confusion,  tower  high  above  the  land. 
There  are  battled  rocks  and  turrets  flung  against  the  lightning's 

gleam, 
Pointed  shafts  and  giant  statues  draped  in  clouds  of  golden  sheen. 
Here  the  Nature  Building  Artist  dipped  his  brush  in  heaven's  blue, 
And  on  sculptured  rocks  and  mountains  traced  a  shade  of  every 

hue. 
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O,  our  gorgeous  Colorado,  where  such  glory  greets  the  eye, 

In  the  maiden  blush  of  daybreak,  in  the  sunset-gilded  sky, 

All  her  rocks  are  laid  with  silver  and  her  hills  with  precious  stone, 

While  her  gold  bedecks  her  mountains  like  the  jewels  of  a  throne, 

Where  the  Columbine  twines  purple  and  the  fields  are  ripe  with 

grain, 
And  the  flocks  and  herds  o'erspreading  browse  the  ever-budding 

plain, 
Where  the  golden  locks  of  cherubs  coronet  the  rising  sun, 
And  the  lingering  kiss  of  crimson  bids  adieu  when  day  is  done. 


d&j        t-^J        c#_> 
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'Twas  back  in  the  Eighteen  Forties  that  a  moving  spirit  of  unrest 
Gripped   the   hearts   of   our   eastern   toilers   as   we   looked   to   the 

"Golden  West." 
We   saw  that  beyond  the   thorny  cacti  and  the  sagebrush  plain 
Lay  a  vast  field  undeveloped,  canopied  with  sunshine  and  rain. 
So  with  our  caravan  of  "prairie  schooners"  facing  savage  Indian 

hate, 
Meeting  with  fortitude  and  courage  whate'er  the  future  held,  or  fate, 
Braving    the    lashing    storms    of    the    mountains    and    the    desert's 

burning  sand, 
We    struck    the    wide    open    spaces    westward    in    quest    of    this 

"Promised  Land." 

We  were  not  of  the  type  who  falter  or  turn  from  the  task  once 

begun, 
We  had  set  our  stakes  for  a  homestead  in  the  land  of  the  "Setting 

Sun." 
Haunted    by    death   and    famine,    tracked   and   attacked   by   wild 

beasts  of  prey, 
Made   progress  slow  and  fatiguing  as  we  traveled  on  our  long 

hazardous  way. 
We  scaled  the  rough  peaks  of  the  Rockies  and  forded  the  wild 

rushing  streams, 
TiJ  we  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  verdure  where  the  setting  sunlight 

gleams. 
Bronzed  and  battled,  yet  journeying  onward  'til  Idaho  lay  behind 
For  the  green-covered  state  of  Oregon  was  the  one  we  had  in 

mind. 
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Nor  were  we  disappointed,  we  sinew-hardened  sons  of  honest  toil, 
When  we  pinned  our  faith  to  Oregon  and  began  to  turn  her  soil. 
We  had  dreamed  of  wood  and  meadow,  fruits  and  fertile  fields  of 

waving  grain 
But  half  of  the  glory  was  never  pictured  in  this  land  of  sun  and  rain. 
It  was  here  we  found  a  climate  that  is  unexcelled  in  every  way, 
Cheerful  and  warm  in  winter  but  cool  and  pleasant  on  a  summer's 

day. 
We  bask  in  the  balmy  breezes  of  the  Pacific's  broad  placid  breast, 
Or   breathe   the   life-conditioned   current   from   the   lofty   mountain 

crest. 


Just  east  of  the  Cascade's  majestic  summits  lie  stretched  the  snow- 
clad  plains, 

Laying  in  store  the  moisture  of  winter  for  bounteous  harvest  grains, 

While  west  of  the  Range  the  Christmas  Holly  puts  forth  his  red  and 
his  green, 

And  the  gay  "Yule-tide"  is  fragrant  with  the  attar  of  the  "Summer 
Queen." 

We  boast  of  our  broad  grazing  pastures,  our  thousands  of  cattle 
and  sheep 

That  spread  our  hills  and  valleys  like  dewdrops  as  they  lay  them 
down  to  sleep. 

We  boast  of  a  soil  that  is  fertile,  for  a  failure  never  is  known, 

In  this  land  of  bounty  and  beauty  where  a  blizzard  never  has 
blown. 


There  are  millions  of  feet  of  timber  magnificently  tall  and  straight, 
That  wood  our  hills  and  valleys  in  our  beautiful  sun-kissed  laurel 

state. 
We  feast  on  our  vegetable  products  that  grow  so  prolifically  here, 
For  we  have  them  fresh  from  our  gardens,  abundantly  all  through 

the  year. 
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Our  state  is  bountifully  watered  by  rivers  that  never  run  dry, 
And  over  their  broad   peaceful  bosoms  great  barges  and  ocean 

ships  ply. 
They  transport  far  abroad  to  the  nations  our  wheat  and  lumber 

and  wool, 
And  the  markets  of  eastern  cities  with  fruits  from  our  valleys  are 

full. 

The  tourist  always  finds  pleasure  in  our  picturesque  valleys  and 

hills, 
Our  torrents  that  tumble  through  mountains,  our  scenic  rivers  and 

rills. 
We  pride  in  the  Falls  of  Multnomah,  Castle  Rock  that  captures  the 

eye, 
The  deep-cut  wild  baying  canyons  with  their  jagged  sides  piercing 

the  sky. 
Crater  Lake  in  the  ice-hand  of  winter  decked  with  her  circlets  of 

gold, 
Reflecting  a  myriad  of  rainbows  inspiring  awe  to  behold. 
Sitting  like  sparkling  diamonds  bathed  in  "Old  Sol's"  last  lingering 

light, 
Is  an  art  work  of  God  in  creation,  a  masterpiece  of  His  might. 

The   beauty   and   awe   of   the  Cascades,   Columbia's   most  scenic 

stream, 
The  rushing  Deschutes  in  its  wildness  have  never  been  pictured  in 

dream; 
Mt.  Hood  as  he  plays  in  the  sunlight  and  throws  back  bright  tints  of 

his  rays, 
Clad  in  glistening  vestments  of  winter  throughout  perpetual  days, 
Age-old  as  the  sod  he  possesses  in  symmetrical  beauty  still  young, 
His  splendid  outlines  chiseled  in  sculpture,  his  form  of  stature  yet 

sung, 
Wooed  by  the  soft  light  of  "Luna"  as  she  circles  her  orbit  on  high, 
Is  a  marvel  of  splendor  in  nature,  a  massive  mound  kissing  the  sky. 
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Our   broad   hard  surfaced   highways  winding   through   diversified 

scenes, 
Climbing   the   heights  of   the   mountains  and  crossing  our  silvery 

streams, 
Opens  into  view  our  deep  canyons  and  high  peaks  where  the  bald 

eagle  soars, 
Then  ending  in  the  grandeur  of  far  stretching  plains,  God's  great 

out-of-doors. 
The  exhaustless  resources  of  our  mountains  our  broad  productive 

plains, 
The  deep-soiled,  fir  covered  valleys  so  abundantly  watered  with 

rains, 
Are  a  standing  challenge  for  workmen  to  roll  up  their  sleeves  for 

the  toil, 
And  delve  deep  for  the  treasures  that  are  hidden  in  Oregon  soil. 


Then  come  and  help  us  develop  this  virgin  land  by  nature  so  blest; 
Come  out  from  your  eastern  cities  and  establish  your  home  in  the 

West! 
There  are  thousands  of  acres  yet  waiting  the  farmer's  axe  and  his 

plow, 
And  thousands  of  doors  that  are  open  to  the  man  who  "wills"  and 

knows  "how," 
If  you  give  the  best  of  your  manhood  and  use  your  brawn  and  your 

brain, 
Employ  the  best  of  your  talents  and  whistle  through  sunshine  and 

rain, 
You  will  not  be  sorry  at  evening  when  your  laboring  days  are 

done, 
That  you  banked  your  all  in  the  fortunes  in  our  dear  "Old  Oregon." 


<~cp    <nfir*    rTfir> 
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The  Dust  Storm 
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It  comes  from  "Somewhere"   going  to   "Anywhere"  blowing  dust 

"Everywhere," 
Like  mountain  torn  from  its  anchorage,  rumbling,  tumbling; 
Driven  furiously  by  the  chariot  wheels  of  Thor, 
Or  a  cavalcade  rushing  frantically  to  war. 
It  rolls  its  fury  over  hills  and  fertile  plain, 
Sweeping  clean  in  its  wake  the  fields  of  herb  and  grain, 
Hurtling  along  with  fearful  pace,  rumbling,  tumbling. 


It  comes  from   "Somewhere"   going  to  "Anywhere"  blowing  dust 

"Everywhere," 
Like  herds  of  angry,  bellowing  bulls  roaring,  goring, 
Lashed  onward  to  sudden  frenzied  flight  by  maddened  Mars, 
Silhouetted  against  the  sky  hiding  the  stars, 
Piling  the  earth  like  a  barren  mound-covered  field, 
Leaving  the  sagebrush  and  tree  limbs  bare,  ragged  and  peeled, 
A  driving  cloud  of  soil  and  sand,  roaring,  goring. 


It  comes  from  "Somewhere"  going  to  "Anywhere"  blowing  dust 

"Everywhere," 
Like  sea  uplifted  in  one  huge  wave  moaning,  groaning. 
Vaunting  its  shore-lines,  leaping  its  bound-set  sands, 
Silt  lading  the  air  and  inundating  the  lands, 
Driving  before  it  man  and  beast  with  unrelenting  surge, 
Leaving  them  beaten  and  bruised  by  its  smiting  scourge 
With  raging  force  the  DUST  STORM  COMES,  moaning,  groaning. 
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Wine  is  a  mocker;  strong 
drink  is  raging,  and  who- 
soever is  deceived  there- 
by is  not  wise. 

—PROVERBS  20:1 
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OS? 

The  Saloon!   The  multi-headed  monster. 
The  double-detested,  crime-crested  imposter. 
It  stalks  the  land  like  a  giant  Goliath. 
It  struts  and  brags,  bullywhacks,  and  belieth. 
It's  a  crushing,  onrushing  juggernaut, 
And  leaves  in  its  wake  the  harlot  and  sot. 
It  tantalizes  and  terrorizes, 
Pauperizes  and  devitalizes. 

Its  throat  is  a  sepulchre  never  full. 

Its  voice  is  like  that  of  a  bellowing  bull. 

Its  visage  is  black  and  its  tongue  is  vile. 

Eyes  rolling  in  sockets,  lust  to  defile. 

Its  blasphemous  lips  are  full  of  deceit. 

Its  lecherous  mind  is  filled  with  conceit. 

Its  breath  is  foul.  Its  mouth  full  of  slime. 

Its  whole  frame  corrupt,  and  its  record  is  "CRIME!'! 

What  good  has  it  done  to  merit  our  thanks? 
Have  any  good  men  come  out  of  its  ranks? 
Has  it  led  in  learning,  science  or  art? 
Did  it  give  to  airmen  their  compass  and  chart? 
Our  great  inventors,  poets,  and  statesmen, 
Did  it  produce  them?  What  right  has  it  then 
To  claim  an  existence  in  a  civilized  land? 
And  leech  from  the  toil  of  an  honest  hand? 
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A  Poet's  Analysis  of  the  Liquor  Traffic — Continued 

Away  with  the  traffic.   We'll  expose  it, 

Oppose  it,  interpose  it,  and  dispose  it. 

We'll  retard  it,  refrain  it  and  bombard  it, 

Disdain  it,  enchain  it  and  discard  it. 

It  raves,  misbehaves,  backbites  and  enslaves. 

It  is  a  parasite.   It  incites,  and  fills  graves. 

It  has  savaged  manhood,  ravished  womanhood, 

Orphaned  babyhood,  and  aged  childhood. 

It  is  the  arch  enemy  of  all  that  is  good. 

It  would  rob  Christ  of  His  crown  if  it  could 

It  would  befoul  His  Cross  its  purpose  to  win, 

And  besmirch  His  Church  with  filth  and  sin. 

It  fills  the  soul  with  remorse  and  shame, 

Steals  from  its  victims  their  virtuous  name. 

O!  the  billows  of  grief  and  rivers  of  tears, 

That  have  issued  from  liquor  through  bitter  years. 

It  has  been  legalized,  commercialized, 
Patronized,  socialized  and  eulogized. 
It  is  demoralized,  brutalized,  infamized, 
Stigmatized,  feudalized  and  bastardized, 
And  should  be  ostracized  and  immunized, 
Anathematized  and  penalized, 
Until  the  fiend  is  scouted  from  the  earth 
By  a  populace  civilized. 

Shame  on  the  state  that  dares  to  enthrone  it! 
Those  who  vote  for  and  stoop  to  condone  it! 
Their  hands  are  red  with  the  blood  it  has  shed; 
They're  held  at  the  Bar  for  the  souls  of  the  dead! 
Contempt  everlasting  be  his  disgrace, 
Who  gave  the  saloon  a  license  or  place; 
The  coward  who  failed  his  duty  to  do 
Doesn't  merit  the  name,  MAN— be  it  YOU? 
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The  time  had  come  for  the  City's  election, 
There  were  important  decisions  to  make. 
The  people  met  in  embittered  contention; 
There  were  great  vital  issues  at  stake. 
Two  mighty  forces  in  combat  assembled, 
To  measure  their  strength  that  day  at  the  polls, 
One  to  fight  license,  rum's  friends  to  dissemble, 
The  other  to  win  and  traffic  in  souls. 

Money  was  flowing  from  the  coffers  of  sin, 

Beer  and  whiskey  were  given  away  free, 

For  the  liquor  fiends  were  determined  to  win 

Whatever  the  costs  or  hazards  might  be. 

They  crouched  under  cover  like  wolves  for  their  prey, 

They  used  every  means  that  mind  could  conceive, 

They  threatened  and  paltered  then  flattered  and  praised, 

They  dressed  in  sheep's  robes  to  lie  and  deceive. 

In  their  fiendish  desire  to  sell  beer  and  wine, 
There's  nothing  too  vile  for  rum-men  to  do. 
Their  tentacles  slimy  reach  out  to  entwine 
And  suck  the  life-blood  of  your  child  and  you. 
It  is  feared  by  the  public,  pulpit  and  press, 
To  it  they  fawn,  and  before  it  they  quail. 
It  rules  in  our  courts  and  there's  little  redress, 
When  it  lifts  its  head  men  tremble  and  pale. 
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Only  a  Vote — Continued 

It  digs  down  the  deepest,  the  foulest  to  find, 

And  climbs  highest  for  the  purest  and  best; 

Its  throat  is  not  slaked  with  the  blood  of  its  kind, 

But  seeks  for  our  youth  with  unerring  quest. 

It  takes  from  them  purity  to  drag  in  the  dust, 

And  hurls  them  down  heedless  to  shame  and  disgrace. 

No  one  is  safe  with  this  Rum-Demon  lust — 

Give  him  NO  LICENSE  NO  TIME  AND  NO  PLACE. 

Good  citizens  were  there  who  valiantly  fought 
All  through  that  fitful  and  most  fatal  day, 
And  by  honest  ballots  gallantly  wrought 
And  tried  this  flood  of  corruption  to  stay. 
The  surge-billows  of  ballots  swayed  to  and  fro, 
Now  seeming  success.  Now  seeming  defeat, 
With  the  rum-maze  of  votes  in  a  steady  flow. 
What  foes  to  face,  what  a  crisis  to  meet! 

It  is  only  a  vote  a  rum-henchman  thought, 
And  he  sold  his  franchise  for  a  pot  of  gold, 
And  along  with  the  vote  the  liquor  men  bought, 
Went  his  own  son's  life,  he  unwittingly  sold 
When  it  started  the  youth  on  the  downgrade  path 
That  has  its  ending  in  sin  and  in  shame, 
For  the  finished  product  is  the  aftermath 
Of  the  dread  rum  element's  heinous  game. 

Yes,  it  was  ONLY  A  VOTE  and  the  last  one  in, 
But  the  pivotal  vote  that  turned  the  tide, 
And  the  issue  for  temperance  failed  to  win, 
For  the  last  vote  cast  was  on  liquor's  side. 
ONLY  A  VOTE,  but  how  colossal  its  worth, 
It  is  mightier  than  the  sword  or  the  pen, 
If  used  for  justice  by  the  peoples  of  earth 
Twould  be  the  emancipator  of  men. 
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Only  a  Vote — Continued 

Then  use  your  one  vote  its  great  power  to  wield, 

March  steadily  on  and  gallantly  fight, 

Not  an  inch  of  ground  you  have  won  ever  yield, 

We  can  win  out  if  we  rise  in  our  might. 

The  great  Liquor  interests  have  joined  hand  to  hand, 

And  would  destroy  our  Church  if  only  they  could. 

Let  the  Church  in  a  solid  phalanx  withstand, 

She  could  banish  this  fiend  if  only  she  would. 

<-A"»  €"^->  «~flp 
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The  Rum  Mill's  Grist 
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I 

'This  Mill  Will  Commence  Grinding  May  First." 

In  large,  gaudy  letters  on  canvas, 
Stretched  out  in  front  of  a  store, 
Supplanting  the  signs  of  the  merchant 
That  long  had  hung  over  the  door, 
Were  these  death-laden  words  to  the  millions 
Teeming  New  York's  thoroughfare, 
Enticing  men  downward  and  deathward, 
By  ballots  and  buyers  placed  there. 

The  Mill,"  as  its  owner  called  it, 

Was  draped  in  bright  hangings  of  blue; 

Brilliant  lights  flashed  like  clusters  of  diamonds, 

And  sparkled  with  radiant  hue; 
Rich  paintings  and  portraits  abounded 

In  mouldings  of  glittering  gold, 

And  huge,  costly  mirrors  reflected 

Rich  tints  from  the  drapery's  fold. 

Rosewood  and  mahogany  tables, 
And  bars  with  brave  trimmings  of  brass, 
Floor  inlaid  with  dollars  of  silver, 
Choice  liquors  in  polished  cut-glass, 
Bartenders,  with  tact  and  politeness, 
And  music  in  gentle  refrain. 
Bespoke  of  a  prosperous  opening, 
And  promised  its  owner  much  gain. 
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II 


11 Why,  Fischer,  it's  jolly  to  see  you; 
You've  surely  been  gone  for  a  year! 
You  used  to  attend  my  place  often; 
For  months  now  you  haven't  come  near. 
What's  hoppened?  You've  grown  so  cold-hearted, 
And  left  all  your  former  old  friends; 
We've  missed  you,  and  glad  you've  returned,  Sir, — 
For  world-wide  our  welcome  extends! 

'Step  into  my  new  place  of  business, 
And  see  what  improvements  I've  made; 
How  fortune  has  smiled  on  and  blest  me; 
Come  on,  Sir!  Don't  act  so  afraid! 
Sworn  off,  eh?  Well,  I'm  glad  to  hear  it; 
But  one  glass  will  do  you  no  harm; 
For  the  sake  of  old  friendship,  now  take  it; 
No  need,  Sir,  at  all  for  alarm." 

So,  hearing  the  voice  of  the  tempter, 

He  yields  to  the  fatal  v,ONE  GLASS," 

And  the  old,  gnawing  pangs,  once  forgotten, 

Return  to  their  victim,  alas! — 

Soon  his  week's  earnings  all  were  expended, 

And  drunken  he  staggers  toward  home, 

To  his  dear,  faithful  wife,  and  three  children 

Waiting  for  father  to  come. 

Ill 

'Here!  I  want  some  supper!  Bring  it  on  quick; 
This  stuff  is  cold.  Make  ready  the  fire 
And  bring  me  a  drink  of  coffee  or  tea. 
There;  don't  be  so  long, 
Can't  you  see  that  I'm  sick? 
None  of  that  nonsense! 
You  girls  go  to  bed,  and  stop  screaming! 
This  pain  in  my  head! 
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The  Rum  Mill's  Grist— Continued 

,vNothin'  to  eat?  I  don't  care  a  bit; 
I've  worked  long  enough,  and  I'm  going  to  quit! 
You'll  never  make  nothin'  by  setting  to  cry! 
I'll  do  as  I  please  in  spite  of  your  sigh, 
And  you  might  as  well  stop. 
You've  had  all  my  money  for  now  past  a  year, 
And  I  want  a  good  time  while  I'm  around  here!" 

IV 

The  bright,  summer  days  in  sorrow  passed  by — 
For  nothing  was  laid  up  in  store 
To  protect  the  poor  family  in  winter, 
And  keep  back  the  "wolf  from  the  door." 
The  mother  worked  hard  for  her  children, 
Providing  the  best  that  she  could, 
But  in  spite  of  her  prayers  and  brave  efforts, 
She  barely  could  keep  them  in  food. 

The  father  each  day  grew  more  reckless, 
And  spent  all  his  money  for  rum. 
His  position  was  soon  taken  from  him, 
And  now  like  the  brute  he's  become; 
The  caresses  that  once  he  imparted, 
Gave  place  to  mad  curses  and  blows; 
And  fiendish  desires  burned  his  bosom. 
Such  as  only  delirium  knows. 

The  goods  of  the  home  were  soon  squandered — 

The  pawn  broker  held  them  in  store, 

The  wife  and  the  children  were  friendless; 

While  pangs  of  dread  hunger  they  bore; 

Yet  hoped  they  for  days  that  would  brighten 

Their  lives  now  so  wretched  and  lone, 

And  bring  them  again  joy,  contentment, 

And  sunshine  that  once  they  had  known. 
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V 

4 'Hush!   Listen! 

Your  father's  dull  step  on  the  stairway,  I  hear; 
Come,  nestle  up  closer  to  mother,  my  dear." 
"There  Mama,  don't  weep  so;  please  don't,  I  pray; 
Maybe  Papa'll  be  sober  and  kinder  today. 
You've  done  all  you  could;  Oh,  Mama,  don't  cry! 
If  anything  happens  to  you  we  will  die. 
I  know  Papa's  breaking  your  heart,  Mama  dear, 
But  if  you  should  leave  us,  this  world  would  be  drear. 
So,  Mama,  cheer  up;  God  will  care  for  His  own, 
And  take  us  to  heaven  when  this  life  is  done." 

VI 

"Won't  give  me  that  dress,  eh?  I  must  have  a  drink! 
This  Bible  I'll  take  then,  and  you  needn't  think 
You'll  see  it  again! 
What  is  that  monster  I  see  over  there? 
How  it  stares!   How  it  glares! 
Can't  you  see  it  is  coming  for  me? 
See  its  wild  eyes  like  flames  of  fire! 
Closer  it  comes,  and  higher  and  higher 
It  raises  its  head.   See!  Now  it  springs! 
What  shall  I  do?  Where  shall  I  flee? 
Take  it  off  quick!  It's  torturing  me! 

"What  gulf  is  this  now  that  I  see,  dark  as  night? 
Beings  like  demons  are  coming  in  sight 
And  dancing  with  glee. 
No!  No!  I  won't  go! 

Take  them  away!  They're  here  on  my  right. 
And  scorching  my  face  with  flames  from  below. 
See,  forks  of  lightning  flash  from  that  eye. 
Give  me  a  drink!  My  God,  I  will  die! 
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vLet  me  get  up — Don't  hold  me  down  here! 

Those  snakes  are  coming,  they're  writhing  too  near! 

They're  squirming,  and  twisting,  and  biting,  and  hissing; 

And  now  on  my  face  their  hot  breath  I  feel, 

Cold,  clammy  coils  around  my  neck  steal; 

Closer  and  tighter  around  me  they  twine, 

Green,  snaky  eyes  glaring  straight  into  mine! 

lGive  me  that  gun! — No!  No!  I  won't  stay! 

Back!   Down!   You  monster! 

Back!  Down!  Away! 

There's  that  demon!   See,  over  there! 

Now  he  springs  toward  me.  How  his  eyes  glare! 

He  flashes  a  dagger.  He  strikes  at  my  heart! 

Give  me  my  pistol!   Back!   Down!  Depart! 

Take  that,  you  demon!"   Boom!  Boom!   "Now,  dare  you  come!' 

And  the  wife  falls — DEAD!  A  victim  to  rum. 

There,  see  it  again.  That  forked  tongue. 

The  hiss  of  that  serpent.   See,  hither  it  comes. 

I'm  choking!   I'm  dying!   Give  me  a  drink. 

This  hissing  viper  that  coils  around  my  neck; 

Take  it  off  quick!  I  can't  get  my  breath, 

My  God  I'm  dying!   I'm  choking  to  death! 

There,  now,  I'll  fix  you!"  .  .  .  the  flash  of  a  knife — 

And  the  delirious  man  had  ended  his  life. 

VII 

So  now  vote  for  liquor,  you  voters  who  will, 
But  God  has  once  spoken,  and  says  to  you  still: 
Your  ballots  for  license  and  the  rum  that  you  sell 
Will  burn  in  your  bosom  with  the  tortures  of  Hell. 


«-£-»       r-A-»       «-^f» 

<LAJ><LAJ><LAJ> 
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(Written  Before  the  Repeal  of  the  18th  Amendment) 

We'll  have  a  people  most  happy  and  blest, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
We'll  have  perfect  freedom  and  perfect  rest, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
We'll  repeal  the  law  and  sell  beer  and  wine, 
Then  live  in  contentment  almost  divine, 
For  there'll  be  no  cause  to  weep  or  repine, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 

There  will  be  no  law  to  be  broken  then, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
And  we'll  have  no  crooks  in  our  jails  again, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
No  drinking  or  drunkards  you'll  ever  see, 
Nor  bootlegger  peddling  his  hot-spiked  tea, 
For  drinks  will  be  pure  and  perfectly  free, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 

Our  penitentiaries  will  all  be  closed, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
No  crime  or  criminals  to  be  exposed, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
Our  Jurors  of  course  will  be  honest  men, 
And  Judges  will  never  take  bribes  again, 
And  we  will  have  no  need  of  Lawyers  then, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
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When  the  Saloon  Comes  Back — Continued 

No  man  or  woman  will  be  crazed  with  rum, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
You'll  be  perfectly  safe  to  go  or  come, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
Be  no  accident  on  highway  or  lane, 
All  driving  be  safe  and  drivers  be  sane, 
No  lewdness  of  women,  or  man  profane, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 

Our  boys  and  girls  will  be  honest  and  clean, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
They'll  never  give  place  to  anything  mean, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
They  will  live  in  safety  and  perfect  bliss, 
Doubtless  sprout  wings  from  an  Angel's  kiss 
In  anticipation  of  all  of  this, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 

There  will  be  no  want  in  all  of  our  land, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
No  hungry  people  in  a  breadline  stand, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 
Farmers  will  prosper  and  live  fat  and  high, 
Have  a  good  market  for  barley  and  rye, 
And  there'll  be  a  great  plenty  bye  and  bye, 

When  the  saloon  comes  back. 

But  there'll  be  no  saloon,  Repealers  claim, 

So  no  saloon  comes  back. 
'Twould  ruin  our  purse  and  tarnish  our  name, 

If  the  saloon  came  back. 
But  the  mystery  to  me  is,  where,  Oh,  where 
Will  these  men  their  liquor  and  wine  prepare, 
And  will  they  sell  it  out  in  the  open  air, 

If  no  saloon  comes  back? 
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CY^CY^CY^  CY^CY^CY^ 

«JBL»      *JJL»      «J&-»  «-&-»      *-ft->      *-ff-» 

The  Saloon  That  Came  Back 

<J3L>      <JgL>      «J5L»      <JgL»      »-9-»      *-©-»      «-W-» 
<JQL»      <JQL»      <JQL>      <JJL>      <JQL» 

«J&_»        t^J        <-Bj 

a? 


It  is  not  the  saloon  it  used  to  be, 
But  one  of  more  dangerous  type; 
Instead  of  the  gruesome  one  of  the  past, 
This  is  of  a  different  stripe. 
No  lady  or  gentleman,  boy  or  girl, 
Who  prized  a  respectable  name, 
Would  visit  a  place  like  the  old  saloon, 
So  deep  dyed  in  sin  and  in  shame. 

The  saloon  that  came  back  seems  quite  refined! 

And  drink  has  more  eminent  place; 

For  it's  sold  in  drug  stores,  taverns  and  inns, 

Where  it  flaunts  itself  in  your  face. 

No  one  is  free  from  the  baneful  effects 

Of  this  God-hating,  death-dealing  scourge; 

It  is  spread  before  all,  with  brazen  defiance, 

Youth  and  age  are  caught  in  its  surge. 

The  cost  to  maintain  this  Demon  of  drink, 
Has  increased  the  taxpayer's  load, 
With  alcoholics  ever  increasing, 
And  accidents  strewing  the  road; 
Our  hospitals  full,  our  jails  overtaxed, 
And  court  costs  mounting  the  air; 
Destruction,  insanity,  cripples  and  death — 
Is  the  rum-mill's  grist  everywhere. 
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The  Saloon  That  Came  Back — Continued 

The  saloon  that  came  back  is  the  same  in  effect, 
Though  clothed  in  a  different  robe, 
The  same  old  serpent  in  the  bottle  coils, 
And  the  same  rum-demon  trots  the  globe. 
It's  the  arch  betrayer  of  all  that  is  good, 
It  ruins  the  health  and  robs  the  purse; 
It  besmirches  character;  taunts  and  lies, 
It's  the  country's  bitterest  curse. 

You  could  pass  along  by  the  old  saloon; 

Not  so  with  the  saloon  that  came  back. 

You're  obliged  to  meet  it  wherever  you  go, 

It  is  constantly  on  your  track. 

And  somehow  because  you  see  it  so  oft, 

It  loses  its  viperous  sting, 

And  our  boys  and  girls,  by  constant  contact, 

Are  trapped  by  this  villainous  thing. 

So  the  bitter  fruit  of  the  new  saloon 

Is  the  same  as  that  of  the  old; 

A  poor  drunken  boy  and  a  fallen  girl, 

And  regrets  that  can  never  be  told; 

Homes  that  are  broken  and  hearts  that  are  torn, 

And  the  orphan's  sorrowful  lack, 

Crime  and  criminals  greatly  increased, 

WITH  THESE  CURSED  SALOONS  THAT  CAME  BACK! 

«-a-»    *ifir*    *"£"* 
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cyi>cy^cy^ 

«J&_»     t-$j     <-W-» 

*JQL>      «J$L>      o$j      <JQL»      «-W-» 

«J8L>      *J9L»      «JgL»      «JQL»      «J5L»      <JJL»      <J&> 

REMEMBER  NOW  THY 
CREATOR  IN  THE  DAYS 
OF  THY  YOUTH. 

— ECCLESIASTES  12:1 


«-A-»      «-jgf»      «-A-»      «-£-»      «-]g(-»      r-A->      rfl-» 

<-^f-»    tot*    iflr*    *~tt"*    *~iflr* 

r^»      «-]fip       «-fl-» 
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fJ8L»      «-8~»     «-W->  «J5L»      «JOL»      <JQL> 

Childhood  Memories 

CY^rY^CY^CY^(^Y^rY^CY~) 

«JS-»      *J&->      <JvL»      «JvL»      «JgL>      *JgL»      <JgL> 

«JS-»     oW_>     «-$-»     «jcl»     o5l» 

CY*}CY*ic*Y^ 

«JgL»      tJgL>      «JgL> 

(Dedicated  to  my  father,  Samuel  O.  Moose,  and 
brother,  Frank  L.  Moose) 

Time  turn  again  the  years  that  o'er  me  have  sped 
Like  swift  moving  arrows  from  shades  of  the  dead. 
Take  me  back  to  the  day  wherein  I  was  born, 
A  new  babe  dancing  on  the  cheek  of  the  morn; 
Instead  of  a  life  that  will  now  soon  be  o'er, 
Give  me  a  lifetime  that  lies  yet  on  before. 

Yes,  Father  Time,  turn  again  back  o'er  the  years, 
And  wipe  out  from  mine  eyes  these  hot  bitter  tears. 
Strengthen  my  arm  and  nerve  my  unsteady  hand, 
And  let  me  once  more  in  my  youth's  vigor  stand. 
Take  from  my  mind  life's  sorrow,  sadness  and  pain, 
And  give  me  the  joys  of  my  childhood  again. 

Smooth  from  my  visage  these  deep  seams  of  care, 
And  erase  from  my  heart  the  grief  written  there; 
The  locks  that  are  silvered,  please  turn  back  to  gold, 
Efface  tell-tale  marks  that  all  show  I've  grown  old. 
Obscure  from  my  vision  those  scenes  of  the  past, 
That  robbed  me  of  childhood  and  aged  me  so  fast. 

In  reverie  I  sit,  alone,  saddened  tonight, 
Scenes  of  my  childhood  flit  past  my  dim  sight. 
They  take  me  in  fancy  again  to  the  farm, 
Where  care  free  I  wandered  protected  from  harm. 
I  see  the  old  house  nestled  there  in  the  shade, 
Around  which  we  children  in  innocence  played. 
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Childhood  Memories — Continued 

I  see  the  old  orchard,  with  apples  the  best, 

Where  the  oriole  hung  her  curious  nest. 

The  old  wooden  pump  that  too  often  "run  down," 

The  big  roomy  barn  weather-beaten  and  brown. 

I  climb  to  the  loft  in  the  sweet  clover  hay, 

Just  as  I  used  to  in  the  long  bygone  day. 

My  father  I  see  turning  out  for  the  night — 
Father  who  always  stood  firm  for  the  right. 
I  run  to  the  field  and  I  meet  him  once  more, 
And  beg  for  a  ride  to  the  old  farm  house  door. 
1  see  his  broad  smile  and  I  feel  his  strong  arm — 
Together  we  ride  down  the  lane  on  the  farm. 

My  father's  sound  precepts  have  meant  more  than  gold, 

And  I  cherish  their  worth  as  years  yet  unfold. 

He  bid  me  obey  though  his  words  were  but  few; 

He  guarded  me  close  from  the  evils  he  knew. 

I  reverence  my  father.   Oft'  long  for  his  rod 

Of  correction  as  I  long  after  his  God. 

Let  me  stand  again  at  my  dear  mother's  knee, 
And  hear  her  sweet  voice  O  so  precious  to  me. 
Once  more  let  me  lie  on  her  love-heaving  breast 
And  in  that  tender  embrace  there  let  me  rest; 
Once  more  let  me  look  in  her  love-beaming  eye, 
As  she  soothes  my  pains  with  her  sweet  lullaby. 

Permit  me  sit  down  with  my  loved,  once  more, 
Just  as  we  used  to,  in  the  long  days  of  yore. 
Fold  me  at  home  beneath  a  strong  father's  care, 
And  give  me  the  welcome  he  had  for  me  there; 
Let  my  mother's  devotion  be  my  covert  to  hide, 
And  in  that  devotion  there  let  me  abide. 

87   :  THE  PRAIRIE  SINGS 


Childhood  Memories — Continued 

O  Merciless  Time,  you  have  robbed  me  I  say! 

Give  me  again  what  you  have  taken  away. 

You've  robbed  me  of  mother,  in  the  cold  tomb  she  lay; 

The  home  of  my  childhood  you've  taken  away. 

The  strong  arm  of  father  protects  me  no  more, 

And  the  house  where  he  dwelt  has  folded  its  door. 

You've  robbed  me  of  childhood,  I'm  aged  and  worn, 
My  heart  you  have  wounded,  it's  bleeding  and  torn. 
My  brothers  and  sisters  are  scattered  and  gone; 
You  have  robbed  me  of  these  and  left  me  alone. 
I've  traveled  afar  but  wherever  I  roam, 
A  voice  ever  echoes — "there  is  no  place  like  home." 

So  Time,  turn  back  the  years  that  o'er  me  have  sped, 
Like  swift  moving  arrows  from  shades  of  the  dead. 
Smooth  from  my  forehead  these  deep  seams  of  care, 
Banish  all  memory  of  grief  written  there. 
Eject  from  my  bosom  the  unbidden  sigh, 
And  fold  me  at  home  just  once  more  e'er  I  die. 

«-£-»      «-fl~»      <Tflf» 
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Jql>    «jpl>    «jbu «-*->    ^    yP^ 

Sweet  Memories 

<J0L»      tJCL»      «J5L»      «J5l>      «J&-»      «_W-»      «-9-» 
«J$-»      «J5L»      «-B-»      «J5j      «-&■» 

«^-»        cftj        «-fr-» 

Dedicated  to  my  mother,  Nancy  Bird  sail  Moose 

When  the  rosy  tints  of  sunset 

Linger  in  the  western  sky, 
And  the  studded  vault  above  us 

Seems  to  bring  the  Angels  nigh, 
Then  it  is  my  mind  turns  backward, 

And  my  mother's  voice  I  hear, 
As  we  gathered  round  to  listen 

To  her  tones  both  soft  and  clear. 

"My  latest  sun  is  sinking  fast, 

My  race  is  nearly  run." 
My  childish  heart  seemed  breaking 

E'er  the  strain  was  scarce  begun; 
With  bated  breath  we  listened 

Till  the  song  was  almost  done, 
"My  strongest  trials  now  are  past, 

My  triumph  is  begun". 

The  rapture  which  my  mother  felt 

Gave  sweetness  to  the  strain, 
While  the  tears  that  trickled  downward 

Kissed  our  heads  like  falling  rain, 
For  she  saw  the  day  approaching 

When  the  Angel  band  would  come, 
And,  on  pinions  bright,  resplendent, 

Bear  her  to  her  long  sought  home. 
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Sweet  Memories — Continued 


Our  Mother's  gone  since  those  glad  days, 

And  clouds  have  gathered  high, 
But  like  a  golden  beam  of  light 

These  words  bring  comfort  nigh. 
"I'm  nearing  now  the  holy  ranks 

Of  friends  and  kindred  dear; 
I  brush  the  dews  of  Jordan's  banks — 

The  crossing  must  be  near." 

So  tonight  I  view  the  sunset, 

And  my  heart  takes  up  the  strain, 
While  with  longings  I  am  praying 

That  we  soon  shall  meet  again, 
And  in  one  glad  song  of  victory 

When  our  work  is  fully  done, 
We  may  join  in  one  glad  anthem. 

"My  triumph  is  begun." 

Chorus 

"O,  come  Angel  band, 

Come  and  around  me  stand. 
O,  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings 

To  my  immortal  home. 
O,  bear  me  away  on  your  snowy  wings 

To  my  immortal  home." 

«-flf->         <-A-»         «-flf-» 
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CY^CY^CY^  CY^CY^CY*) 

«J5L»      <JQtj      fJQL» <-&->      <J&j      «^j 

The  Rose  on  My  Breast 

CY^CY^CY^r^CY^CY^CY^ 

cJ&j     «J5l>     «JQl-»     «J5L»     <JCL»     «J5L>     «-B-» 

C^CY^C^CY^CY^ 

<J5~»      «J$-»      *Jft-»      tJ5-»      «JCL» 
<JQL»      «J&->      tJ8L» 

OS? 

(7tz  Memory  of  my  husband,  Emery  A.  Fender) 

We  stood  in  the  shade  of  the  Rockies, 
Where  the  rose  and  columbine  grew, 
When  he  told  me  the  old  love  story, 
And  pledged  he  would  ever  be  true. 
Be  my  bride,  he  lovingly  whispered, 
For  truly  I  love  you  the  best, 
And  with  faith  caressingly  kissed  me, 
As  he  pinned  a  rose  on  my  breast. 

We  wed  in  the  bright  sunny  June-time, 
When  the  earth  was  verdant  and  gay, 
When  the  flowers  nod  to  the  sunrise, 
And  the  song-birds  warble  all  day. 
To  a  little  cottage  he  took  me, 
Where  we  made  our  loving  home-nest, 
And  by  my  window  the  rose  bush  bloomed, 
With  the  rose  he  pinned  on  my  breast. 

Fleeting  years  of  gladness  and  sorrow 
Streaked  his  curls  of  brown  with  a  gray; 
Now  he's  gone  from  our  little  home-nest; 
In  the  Marble  City  he  lay, 
And  sprigs  from  the  bush  'neath  my  window, 
Bloom  there  on  the  place  of  his  rest, 
But  I  miss  his  hand  at  each  June-time, 
When  he  pinned  a  rose  on  my  breast. 
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The  Rose  on  My  Breast — Continued 

Now  I  wander  in  life's  fading  twilight, 
And  sit  by  a  white  marble  stone; 
In  the  silver  light  of  the  moon-beams, 
I  ponder  the  years  that  have  flown. 
I  dream  of  that  heavenly  City, 
Where  together  from  toil  we  will  rest, 
And  from  the  bright  flowers  there  celestial, 
Will  he  pin  a  rose  on  my  breast? 

Chorus 

(If  used  for  a  song) 

Come  back,  dear,  the  roses  are  blooming; 
Come  back,  in  my  dreams  as  I  rest; 
Let  me  feel  the  touch  of  your  hand,  dear, 
As  you  pin  a  rose  on  my  breast. 

<-^p    «-a->    «-]«(-» 
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<rvp 
ij&j  tj^»  tjf-j 

«JQL>      *J$-»      «-ff-»      <JWj      «-&-» 
<J9->     «-Wj      «J&_»     <JQL»     t-W-»     «J5L»     «-W-» 

Honor   thy   father   and   thy 

mother  that  thy  days  may 

be  long  upon  the  land  which 

the    Lord    thy    God    giveth 

thee. 

—EXODUS  20:12 


cflf»       «-)gf»       «-|Ap      «-£-»      «-]flp      r-fl-»      oflp 

«-a-»    iflf    iOp    <~jjr»    nfir' 
«-^p    *nflp    «~]jf» 
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<JBL»      «JBL»      «JBL> t^j     <JPL»     og-» 

'Who  Will  Tell  It' 

<JQL»      «J0l»      «J5L»      «JQL>     <J0L»      <JQL»      «J5L» 

<TY^<rY^QPQpop 

<J0L>      «J&j      «JGL>      <JGL>      <JCL> 
<JCL»      OCL»      tJ0L» 

Have  you  ever  read  the  story 
Of  our  Jesus  when  a  babe. 
How  in  Bethlehem's  crowded  city, 
In  a  manger  He  was  laid; 
How  His  little  form  was  mantled 
In  the  coarsest  cloth,  that  day, 
And  His  tender  head  was  pillowed 
In  a  manger,  strewn  with  hay. 

In  God's  word,  we  read  the  story, 
How  He  once  the  children  blessed, 
And  to  sinners  laden  heavy, 
Promised  love  and  sweetest  rest. 
How  from  earliest  years  to  manhood 
Without  where  to  lay  His  head, 
Lived  a  life  for  those  about  Him, 
'Til  to  Calvary  He  was  led. 

Then  upon  the  cross  they  nailed  Him, 
Where  He  gave  His  life  for  you. 
For  He  loved  His  little  children, 
And  we  all  should  love  Him,  too. 
Let  each  little  child  who  knows  Him, 
Help  to  send  the  story  old 
To  the  far  off  heathen  children, 
Who  have  never  heard  it  told. 

«-a-»    *"Tflr»    iflr* 
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«JPL>      *JBL»      <JCL»  w*      ^P-»  _*^-» 

The  Triplets 

»J5L»      *JJL»      «J&-»      t-W-»     «A-»      «-W-»      <-&-> 

<JQL>      «JgL»      <JQL»      «J9-»      «JOL» 

tXL>      <JjL»      <J9-» 

OS? 

There  are  three  fairy  sisters,  triplets,  you  see. 
They  are  fair  as  a  Lily-bloom  ever  could  be. 
They're  so  pure  and  so  good  they  never  grow  old, 
And  they  grace  every  home  they  enter,  we're  told, 

One  of  these  sisters  never  looks  sad; 

She  accepts  all  that's  good  and  discards  all  that's  bad. 

She  gets  all  she  hopes  for,  she  never  deceives, 

She  won't  whine  to  "see"  before  she  "believes." 

The  next  of  these  "Triplets"  I'm  telling  about, 
Has  never  been  known  to  sulk  or  to  pout. 
She  looks  on  the  bright  side  and  says  with  a  smile 
"The  clouds  will  all  vanish  if  we  just  wait  awhile." 

The  last  of  these  sisters  is  the  best  of  all  three, 
She  works  far  the  most  for  others,  you  see. 
She's  never  uncouth,  suffers  much,  and  is  kind, 
Can  bear  more  with  patience  than  any  you'll  find. 

These  Triplets  are  standing  just  outside  your  door, 

And  waiting  to  give  you  their  good  things  in  store. 

They'll  woo  you  and  calm  you  just  like  a  sweet  dove. 

Their  names?  Can't  you  guess  them?  Are  Faith,  Hope  and  Love. 

«-^»   «-£-»   «-a-» 
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_  tJBLt      tJQL»      dfrj «-ff->      off-*      *-ftj 

Little  'BeV  for  Daddy 

CY^CY^CY^C^f^C^^CY^CY^ 

«JGL>     «J5L»     «J9L»     <JCL»     «J&->     tJQL>     «JQL> 

c^cy^cy^cy^cy^ 

«J5L»      *J5L>      «JCL>      <J9-»      t-W-> 
«J5L»      *-W->      <JgL» 

I'm  Daddy's  little  hopeful, 
His  romping,  bouncing  boy. 
He  says  he  hopes  I'll  always  "be" 
His  perfect  pride  and  joy. 

I'm  going  to  "be"  a  gentleman 
In  everything  I  do; 
"Be"  obedient  and  mannerly, 
Respectful  to  others  too. 

I'll  "be"  an  honest  boy,  I  will; 
Just  like  my  Daddy  is, 
He'll  never  be  ashamed  of  me 
Nor  blush  to  call  me  his. 

I'm  going  to  "be"  a  truthful  boy, 
Like  Washington  you  see. 
I  may  not  be  as  great  a  man, 
I  can  be  good  as  he. 

I'll  "be"  a  little  soldier, 
When  it  comes  to  being  brave. 
I'll  "be"  a  help  to  others, 
That  others  I  may  save. 

I'll  "be"  my  Daddy's  standby 
When  his  brow  is  silvered  o'er. 
I'll  "be"  just  what  I  ought  to  "be" — 
Can  any  boy  "be"  more? 

Clara  Birdsall  Moose   :  96 


CY^CY^CYl)  CY^CY^fY^ 

«J5L»     «JGj     *Jvj  *JQ->     <&»     *J&> 

Mama's  Angel 

__       CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^ 

cJQL>      i-Wj      «JS->      <-W-»      «-9-»      «-Wj      *-&j 
«J8L»      «JB-»      d5L>      «-W-»      «JBl-» 

(T^CY^CYl) 

«JJL»      «JOL»      tJOL» 

OS? 

I'm  my  Mama's  angel; 
Mama  told  me  so. 
And  Mama  wouldn't  lie  to  me, 
She  never  does  you  know. 

But  there's  something  very  funny 
I'd  like  to  know  about; 
If  I'm  my  mama's  angel — 
Who  pulled  my  feathers  out? 


«~a-»    rTflr'    *Tflr*    ""fir*    *"Tflr* 
«-a-»    «Tflf»    rTfir* 
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«JJL»      «J5L»      *^-» 

«JQL>     <JQL»     «JgL»      «JOL>      «-Wj 

«JQL>      «J5Li      «J0L>      «J0L>      «J0L»      «J0L>      <-!?-> 


The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  the 
beginning  of  knowledge, 
but  fools  despise  wisdom 
and  instruction. 

PROVERBS  1:7 


«-£■»    iflr*    *nflr*    c¥*    *Tflr*    *^6r*    oflf 
r«f»    'Tfir*    iflr*    *~$f    'Tflr* 

«-fl-»       «-fl-»       «~fl-» 
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CY^CY^CY^  CY^CY^CY^ 

tJ5L»      <JPL»      tJQL» t-ff->      off-*      <-&-> 

Hill  Top  Nuggets 

«JCL»      «J5L»      <JgL»      «JQL»      <JQL>      <JQL>      «Jfc-» 

tJQL>      «JQL>      «JgL»      *JQ~*      «-W-» 

<JGL>      *JgL»      tJQLf 

OS? 

Sharp  bitter  words,  like  a  rebounding  ball, 
Return  to  the  giver  laden  with  gall. 

The  biggest  thing  in  the  world  to  you, 
Is  that  "Something"  within  yourself. 
It  is  destined  to  be  a  source  of  power 
If  used  for  good  instead  of  pelf. 

Acts  are  the  outward  expressions  of  inward  life, 
Filtered  through  thought  channels  of  peace  or  strife. 

What  you  think  of  me  and  I  think  of  you, 
May  in  part  be  false  and  in  part  be  true; 
But  just  as  I  am  and  just  what  you  are, 
Is  destiny  measured  by  character. 

Will  is  the  triumph  of  the  cross-road  test, 
The  ultimate  choosing  of  bad  or  best. 

If  you'd  win  your  highest  goal, 
Keep  a  clean  untarnished  soul. 

If  you  would  keep  your  friend  or  win  a  foe, 
Let  your  words  be  few  chosen  well,  and  slow, 

Prejudice  is  a  judgment  passed 

Without  investigation; 
It  slays  its  victims  without  thought, 

At  Satan's  instigation. 
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Hill  Top  Nuggets — Continued 

Fate  is  the  idler's  word  for  destiny,  true 
Summed  up  in  his  will — "to  do"  or  "not  to  do" 

The  sword  of  power  when  raised  to  smite, 
Too  often  falls  on  those  who  are  right. 

To  be  always  right  for  right's  own  sake 
Is  the  highest  attainment  man  can  make. 

Friendship  spurned  is  enmity  earned. 

Wisdom  prevails,  where  folly  fails. 

Warped,  narrow  prejudice  begets  but  its  kind, 
The  selfish  bias  of  an  egotist's  mind. 

When  law  becomes  lawless  and  courts  become  vain, 
A  nation's  security  is  hard  to  maintain. 

When  crime  is  flaunted  in  public  and  press, 
The  courts  of  the  land  hold  little  redress. 

Hold  the  pure  and  the  good  to  the  public  view 
And  the  conducts  of  life  will  be  noble  and  true. 

The  calmest  rivers  have  the  deepest  course. 
The  mighty  oak  from  the  acorn  seed  grew, 
The  perfect  peace  comes  from  the  deepest  source. 
Humility's  depth  has  the  highest  view. 

Advantage  gained  through  wrong  intent 
Soon  wastes  itself  through  discontent. 

Loud  sounding  titles,  without  moral  worth, 

Are  like  wide  spreading  wings,  tied  down  to  earth. 
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cJQL>      *JGL>      <J5t->  «-&»      <-&■»      <-Wj 

Dig! 

cJJL>      «J0L>      cJ&j      «JQL»      «JgL>      *J$L»      «-JQL> 

(TY^(TY^(rY^<rY^op 

«-frj      tJ&-»      *JgL»      «-&-»      «JQL» 
«J5L»     «J9-»     «J5L» 

0? 


You've  a  power  in  yourself, 

Dig  it  out. 

There's  in  you  a  mine  of  wealth. 

Dig  it  out. 

It  has  burned  you  through  and  through, 

That  one  thing  you've  longed  to  do, 

That  ,lBig  Something"  hid  in  you — 

Dig  it  out. 

Scratch  the  cobweb  from  your  brain, 

Dig  it  out. 

If  success  you  hope  to  gain, 

Dig  it  out. 

Square  your  shoulders  for  the  fight, 

Push  and  pull  with  all  your  might, 

It  may  flame  the  world  with  light — 

Dig  it  out. 

Use  your  power,  talent  too, 

Dig  it  out. 

Don't  shun  duty  meant  for  you, 

Dig  it  out. 

Put  that  "Something"  to  the  test, 

Force  it  through  with  zeal  and  zest, 

Watch  your  chance  then  DO  YOUR  BEST- 

Dig  it  out. 
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Dig — Continued 


Don't  sit  down  and  wait  for  "Luck," 

Dig  it  out. 

Use  horse  sense  and  good  old  "Pluck, 

Dig  it  out. 

Perk  your  ears  and  lift  your  chin, 

Grit  your  teeth  and  force  a  grin, 

Make  that  "Something"  in  you  win — 

Dig  it  out. 

*-a->    «-^-»    «-£(■» 
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«JJL»      «JQL»      «JQL» <-ft-»      c&j      *JZ* 

On  Faith 

<JQL>      *J5L»      «-W-»      *-©->      «-Wj      «-W-»      «-&-» 
cJ0L>      «J0L>      <J5L>      <-A-»      <JQL» 

«jfc>    t^»    t^j 

Faith  is  the  composite  parts  of  patiently  awaited  desire, 
Realized,  though  unmaterialized,  and  tried  with  fire. 

Faith  transcends  human  reasonings.  It  commands  God;  bends  the 

Infinite; 
Grasps  the  impossible;  unfolds  the  unknown;  pierces  enternity  and 

approaches  infinity. 

Faith  is  the  potent  power  that  shatters  unbelief  and  derides  fear, 
Scoffs  at  the  monster  "Death",  opens  the  grave  and  plagues  the 
Serpent's  ear. 

Faith  sets  aside  the  set  laws  of  nature.  It  makes  the  bounded 
boundless;  the  limited  limitless;  takes  the  "im"  out  of  impossible, 
turns  gravity  upside  down;  makes  the  barren  bear;  the  polluted 
pure  and  turns  death  into  life. 

Faith  is  a  stimulant  that  presses  to  action, 
Unbelief  a  depressant  that  leads  to  distraction. 

Faith  either  "finds  a  way  or  makes  one", 
Unbelief  bars  the  gate  and  finds  none. 

Faith  sweeps  through  the  clouds  and  finds  a  star; 

Unbelief  grovels  in  the  dust  and  says  "stay  where  you  are". 

Faith  rolls  up  the  scroll  of  time  and  unfolds  eternity. 

Faith  hears  Angels'  wings  in  the  fiercest  tempest  gale, 
Unbelief  in  the  self -same  storm  hears  Devils  wail. 
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«JOL>      <J5L»      *JCL>  «-W-»      qP->     w-» _ 

On  Genius  and  Success 

<JCL>      «J5L»      «JgL>      tJgL>      «-W-»      «Jfc-»      <-©-» 

<TY^QP<roQPQP 

<JCL>      *JQL>     «J5L>     t-W-»      «-W-» 
«J&j      »J9-»      «JwL» 

OS? 

If  you  want  to  blight  genius  let  your  mind  go  to  rust, 
You  can't  see  the  stars  with  your  face  in  the  dust. 

Many  stand  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  looking  wistfully  at  the  crest, 

But  few  have  scaled  the  peaks  of  skill  to  give  the  world  their  best. 

Not  the  pampered  sons  of  wealth  make  men  of  tempered  steel, 
But  the  sturdy  sons  of  toil  who  shoulder  at  the  wheel. 

When  capabilities  are  forged  on  the  anvil  of  purpose  and  skill, 
Possibilities  and  opportunities  are  subservient  to  the  will. 

Success  is  a  loud  speaker, 
Failure  but  a  job  seeker. 

Success  speaks  in  thunderous  tones, 
Failure  whines  in  undertones. 

Success  is  the  last  analysis  of  a  determined  will, 
Force  through  the  channels  of  thought  and  skill. 

Energy  is  inspiration  infused  in  human  mind, 

And  transformed  into  actions  great  of  each  specific  kind. 

A  rusty  mind  and  a  weakened  will, 
Maintain  no  hope  for  power  or  skill. 

Opportunity  neglected  is  success  rejected. 
Opportunity  gripped  is  failure  whipped. 
Opportunity  spurned  is  defeat  well  earned. 
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On  Genius  and  Success — Continued 


Self  pity  is  a  thief  of  success. 

The  sweat  of  your  brow  is  your  power  for  wealth, 
You  may  waste  it  on  others  or  use  it  yourself. 

Inspiration  is  a  creative  energy  infused  in  human  mind 
Divine  or  Satanic  imparted  as  to  the  recipient's  own  kind. 


«-£-»    *Tfir>    *~ifir' 


On  Luck 

Luck  is  but  a  laggard's  dream, 
Not  often  what  it  may  seem. 

Luck  is  a  flimsy  thing  and  comes  by  chance, 
Success  is  real  and  the  will  to  advance. 

You  will  lean  on  an  unstable  reed, 
If  you  lean  on  luck  in  time  of  need. 

You  are  chasing  but  shadows  if  you  are  chancing  to  luck 

Success  comes  only  by  good  "horse  sense"  and  plenty  of  pluck. 


«-A-»         «~)0f»         «"£-» 
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<JCL>      <JQL>      <JQL*  «JCL»      «JOL>      «-Wj 

Get  a  Little  Grit 

<JgL>      OgL>      <JgL»      <JpL>      <JOL>      cJOL»      «J9-> 

<fY^<rY^<r^(TY^op 

«J&j      «JgL>      <JCL>      tJQL*      iJQLt 
«JG-»      <-W-»      «JQL> 

You've  been  licked  in  every  strife? 

Get  a  little  grit. 
Failure  dogged  you  all  your  life? 

Get  a  little  grit. 
Stir  yourself  and  look  about, 
Get  some  "spunk"  and  knock  it  out, 
Don't  sit  down  and  whine  and  pout, 

Get  a  little  grit. 

You've  been  letting  chances  slip? 

Get  a  little  grit. 
Been  hanging  'round  with  drooping  lip? 

Get  a  little  grit. 
There's  other  chances  waiting  you, 
And  worthwhile  things  for  you  to  do, 
Just  make  a  dash  and  push  right  through, 

Get  a  little  grit. 

Use  your  brains  for  something  new, 

Get  a  little  grit. 
Reach  the  top  that's  just  for  YOU; 

Get  a  little  grit. 
You  may  win  where  others  fail, 
If  you  work  instead  of  wail, 
Be  the  "head"  and  not  the  "tail," 

Get  a  little  grit. 

You've  been  losing  in  the  race? 

Get  a  little  grit. 
Had  some  knocks  that  slacked  your  pace? 

Get  a  little  grit. 
Plank  your  feet  down,  stake  your  ,lpin," 
Clench  your  fist  and  try  again, 
Be  determined  you  will  win, 

Get  a  little  grit. 
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CY^CY^CY^  CY^CY^CY^ 

«JQL»      cJQL>      «JPL» «-&.»      t.ftj      efl-» 

On  Avarice 

cY^CY^<r^cY^cY^cY^cY^ 

«JJL»      «J&-»      «-Wj      O&j      «A»      o9-»      *-W-» 

CY^CY^C^CY^CY^ 

«JgL»      <JQL»      «JgL>      o9_»      <JgL» 
<JQL>      «-Wj      tJCL» 

OS? 

Avarice  first  pinches  the  purse  and  then  the  brain 
Till  its  only  scope  is  "a  little  more  gain". 

Charity's  suppliant  when  bent  with  greed 
Is  never  content  with  personal  need. 

Poverty's  holdings  are  scant  indeed, 
But  greater  by  far  than  stores  of  greed. 

Avarice  is  a  pernicious  plant  of  poisonous  seed, 

With  deep-buried  roots  in  its  bosom  of  niggardly  greed. 

Avarice  when  rooted  deep  from  within 
Is  the  begetter  of  every  sin. 

The  poor  man's  sweat  for  his  daily  need 
Is  swallowed  up  by  the  rich  man's  greed. 

The  rich  man  takes  of  the  poor  man's  need 
To  satisfy  his  own  lustful  greed. 

Credit  is  based  on  estimate 
And  may  only  come  from  tact 
Worth  is  based  on  merit,  sedate 
The  undeniable  fact. 


«-*p»    rifir>    *"iflr* 

<LAJ><LAJ><LAJ 
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*JJL>      «JGL>      <&>  «-$-»      *-Wj      e&> 

Hill  Top  Nuggets 

«J9L>      «J0L»      t-9_»      t-W-»      «J0L»      o&j      t-9-» 

«JQL»      <J5L»      <JQL>      <J0L»      «J5L> 

«J0L>      <-8_>      «J5L» 

QC5 


To  receive  the  "White  Stone" 

Your  life  must  be  clean, 
Your  line  straight  toward  heaven, 

With  nothing  between. 

Patience  ofttimes  has  a  bitter  root, 

But  yet  it  yields  the  sweets  of  goodly  fruit. 

Safety  is  sanity; 
Recklessness,  vanity. 

Cherish  your  ambition, 
And  better  your  condition. 

Words  are  the  foam,  actions  are  waves! 
It's  not  as  one  talks,  but  how  he  behaves! 

The  guilty  tremble  when  the  truth  assails; 
When  virtue  speaks,  vice  discouraged,  quails. 

All  joy  subsides 
When  vice  abides. 

Make  of  yourself  a  gaudy  show, 
And  let  men  see  how  little  you  know. 
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Hill  Top  Nuggets — Continued 

Unbelief  is  a  monster 

After  Satan's  kind, 
Marshalled  by  the  power  of 

Satan's  cruel  mind. 

Unbelief  is  a  deeply  rooted  seed 

Of  scornful  hate; 
It  blocks  the  way  to  heaven 

And  bars  the  open  gate. 

Hate  is  Satanic.  Love  is  divine; 

You  have  one  in  your  heart.  I,  one  in  mine. 

Love  stops  not  to  question, 

Or  wonder  what  or  why; 
But  on  swift  wings  and  faithful 

Says  quickly  "Here  am  I". 

Like  strong  wind  blowing, 

A  lie  speeds  on; 
It  never  stops  moving 

When  once  it  is  gone. 

Let  not  earth's  disappointments 

E'er  rob  you  of  your  crown! 
A  simple,  humble  talk  with  God 

Surpasses  earth's  renown. 
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CY^CY^CY^  CY^CY^CY1> 

«-Wj      «JQL>      «-W-»  <JQL>      «JOL>     «JQL» 

Ideals  of  Youth 

CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^CY^ 

«J0L»      <J0L>      «J8-»      «-©-»      *J8L»      <-8-»      <J5~> 
<JQL>      *JgL»      <J0L»      «JW-»      <J8L» 

«j5-»    t-^_»    <jftj 

0? 


Set  the  highest  ideals  before  our  youth, 
If  you  would  keep  them  in  the  paths  of  truth. 
You  see  in  others  what  you  are  yourself, 
An  angel  of  mercy  or  a  glutton  for  pelf. 

Faith  hears  God's  voice  in  the  thunder's  crash, 
Sees  His  smile  in  the  rainbow's  hue, 
Feels  His  power  in  the  lightning's  flash, 
Tastes  His  love  in  the  drops  of  dew. 


rflf*      «-flf>      «-A-» 
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CY^CY^CY^  CY^CY^CY") 

cffj      c&»      *■&.» «JJL»      %&j      «JG-> 

Judgment  Day 

«JQL>     <J9->     «jSj     <-9->     (J9->     «j!l>     my_» 

«JG-»      tJOL»      *J&j      *J5L»      «J&j 

«J5L»      <J9-»      «JQL> 

When  God  comes  to  hold  His 

Controversy  with  the  nations, 

Pouring  His  cup  of  wrath 

Brewed  from  endless  Provocations; 

When  the  powers  of  heaven 

Are  shaken  as  God  arranged, 

And  the  earth  beneath  its  weight 

Of  sin  is  groaning  to  be  changed; 

When  before  Him  then  in  breathless 

Silence  the  wicked  stand, 

Awaiting  God's  stern  judgment 

And  the  vengeance  of  His  hand; 

Do  you  hope  to  endure  in  that  day 

When  no  hope  remains, 

And  fear  grips  your  soul 

And  the  blood  seems  frozen  in  your  veins? 

When  the  world  in  dissolution 

Is  rocking  to  and  fro, 

And  the  laws  of  nature  seem  to  stop, 

Then  turn  again  and  go; 

When  earth  staggers  like  a  man  bereft 

And  drunk  with  strong  wine; 

And  in  chaotic  state  the 

Universe  seems  out  of  line; 

When  like  a  charioteer  in  wild 

And  reckless  maddened  race, 

She  desperately  plunges  headlong 

Out  in  unknown  space, 

Then  stops,  and  as  suddenly 

Plunges  out  in  space  again; 

In  that  hour  how  will  your  life 

Of  sin  affect  you  then? 
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Judgment  Day — Continued 


When  the  moon  stands  in  the  heaven 

And  stops  her  customed  girth, 

And  turns  into  blood,  foreboding 

Gloom  frowns  upon  the  earth; 

When  the  eyes  of  night  are  loosed 

And  falling  from  their  sockets; 

Making  the  sky  a  glare  like 

Myriads  of  fire  rockets; 

When  on  the  muttering  clouds 

Dark  spectrals  seem  to  tread; 

And  swords  of  God's  wrath  are  portrayed 

In  lightnings  over  head; 

Then  will  you  seek  in  vain 

To  die  but  death  will  flee  apace, 

For  your  sins  God  has  so  decreed 

His  judgments  shall  you  face. 

When  in  the  mid-heaven  the  sun 

Is  blackened  like  sackcloth  of  hair; 

Then  staggers  and  falls  back 

As  if  seized  with  fear  and  despair; 

When  the  hills  and  mountains  are  hurled 

Like  slingstones  from  their  base; 

And  the  islands  of  the  sea  are  wrenched 

And  wrested  from  their  place; 

When  the  sea  in  angry  billows 

Toss  themselves,  fall  and  raise; 

The  heavens  fold  them  up 

And  the  elements  are  ablaze; 

When  the  thunders  of  God's  wrath 

Speaks  a  time  of  awful  doom, 

How  escape  you  the  fears 

And  anguish  of  impending  gloom? 
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Judgment  Day — Continued 


When  earth's  entrails  are  groaning 

As  if  in  agony  for  breath, 

And  the  very  atmosphere  is 

Permeated  with  fetid  death; 

When  earth  belches  forth  her  fury 

In  a  stream  of  molten  mass; 

And  the  heavens  are  liquid  furnace 

With  flames  of  burning  gas; 

When  rocks  shall  melt  with  fervent  heat 

And  fire  lick  the  dust; 

And  earthquakes  shake  the  world 

And  cut  great  gashes  in  her  crust; 

Where  flee  you  then  to  try  escape 

The  vengeance  of  God's  wrath, 

How  stand  His  mock  at  your  fear; 

At  calamity,  His  laugh? 

When  Christ  unlocks  the  chambers 

Of  the  dead  by  Life  Divine, 

And  bars  the  gates  of  death 

At  last  by  power  sublime; 

When  all  things  in  oblivion 

From  earth  have  passed  away, 

And  nothing  but  the  souls  of  men 

Disrobed  appear  that  Day; 

When  He  declares  with  hand  toward  Heaven 

That  time  shall  be  no  more; 

Your  doom  irrevocably  sealed, 

Estranged  from  God  and  Light, 

Lost!  Wailing  forever!  Lost! 

Lost  in  the  darkness  of  night. 

«~a-»    *"tfr»    *~fir* 

<CAJ>CAJ>(LAJ>» 
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